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TWO SYMPHONIES 

he wanted to inquire after. We understood from Hs tone 
of ¥oice that it would be indiscreet to follow Mnij sO' 
Jammes and I returned alone to La R., WTiere he foined 
us in the course of the evening. 

‘'My dear fellow,” said Jammes after a time, “let me 
wrarn you that I am determlEed not to tell you the 
smallest tale until you come out with the one you 
obviously have on your inind.” 

Now Jammes’s tales w'ere the deEght of our evenings. 

“I would willkigl? tell you the story the scene of which 
w^as kid in the house you saw this afternoon,” began 
Gerard, “but I w^as only able to discover or reconstruct it 
partkliy; besides which I am afraid that if I attempt to 
tell it you in any sort of • order, I shall strip it of ail the 
attramon of baffling mystery with which my curiosity 
invested each event as it occurred/’ 

“Put as little order into your story as you please,” 
said Jammes. 

''Why should one try to rearrange facts in their 
chronological sequence?” added L “Why not put them 
before us just as you discovered them?” 

“Then you must allow me to talk a great deal about 
myself.” 

■“Which of us ever does anything else?” was Jammesk 
rejoinder. 

This is the story Gerard told us. 
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TWO SYMPKOI^IES 


}^ior.sie;ir T!cclx . The d3aime:'its^ it appeared, were more 
r/jmerc/ds man my nia5ter had at first led me to expect; 
there was og ca:?ticn of a mere afternoon^s visit; 
hfon^ieur Ff“ riie was find enough, on the recomnieiida- 
hon rf G^'r-’oeur Desnos, to invite me to stay for a while 
at the chn:*.:^ • 5 La Quartfourclie* Although Monsieur 
and Floche had no crildren, they did not live 

ahne. a lev rareless voords iet faii by Monsieur Desnos 
fired rny irnagi^afion and filled me v4th the hope of 
meeting company mere far more attractive than any 
dusty cocarojr.ts of the seventeentli century; my thesis 
scon became a mere pretext; it was no longer as a scholar 
tiut I pre^y: sr::i to visit the chateau, but as a NejdanofA 
as a Valmont;" I peopled it with adventures. La Quart- 
fourche! The Crossways! I repeated the mysterious name 
again and again, thought I, 'hs the scene of 

Hercules’ hesitation . , . I know indeed what awaits him 
on the path of virtue; but 'what of the other road? , . » 
the other road. . . d’ 

Towards the middle of September I put together the 
Ixst of my modest vtardrobe, replenished my selection of 
tics, and started. 

When I reached the station of Breuil-BIangy, between 
PoQt-FEveqiie and Lisieux, it ivas akeady night. I was the 
eoly person to get out of the train. A sort of peasant 
dressed in livery came up to me, took my bag, and 
escorted me to the carriage that was w^aiting on the other 
side^ oi the sraiion. The appearance of the horse and 
carnage cut niort any nights of imagination. A more 
kmentable mrn-out cannot be conceived. The peasant 
ct?adiruan -emt t- fetch my trenk, which I Md registered, 
and the springs of 'the old barouche sank under its weight. 

^ of POegic Torgeaev. 

» I- >;W, bero of Les LJaisms ^daffgmmes, by Laclos. ' 
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Inside there was a suffocating smell of poultry; . • . I 
tried to let down the window^ and the strap came off in 
my hand. There had been rain during the day and the 
roads were heavy; at the bottom of the first Mi! a part of 
the harness gave way. The coachman pulled a bit of 
string from under the seat and set to work doctoring 
tlie trace. I had. got out of the carriage and offered to 
hold the carriage lamp for him; I could see that the poor 
mail’s Mvery, like the harness, had more than once been 
in need of patching. 

“The leather is a bit old,” I hazarded. 

He looked at me as if I had insulted him and answered 
almost brutally: 

“It was lucky for you, mister, we were able to fetch 
you.” 

“Is the chateau far?” I ashed in my gentlest voice. He 
made no direct answer to my question, but: 

“You may be sure it’s not a journey we do CYctj day!” 
he growled. 

Then, after a moment: 

“If s a matter of six months maybe that the carriage 
hasn’t been out. . . 

“Oh! Your masters don’t go drivin,g often?” I went 
on, in a desperate effort to keep the conversation going. 

“No, indeed! As if there weren’t other things to do!” 

The damage was repaired by now and he motioned me 
to get into the carriage, which set off again. 

The horse laboured up the hills, stumbled down lliem, 
and shambled horribly along the flat; at times he stopped 
dead. 

“If we go on in this way,” I thought to myself, “I 
shall not get to the Crossways till long after my hosts have 
finished dinner; and even”—^here the horse stopped 
again—“after they have gone to bed.” I was very hungry 
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per was begicnirig to suffer* I tried to look 
scape; without my ha¥iiig nodeed it, the 
left the high-road and lumed into a rough, 
the carriage lamps cast their light right and 
, iiigh, uninterrapted hedges; they seemed to 
D bar the road, to open out only just in time 
lugh, and then the moment after to close up 
i us. 

't of a rather steeper Mil the carriage stopped 



light that a woman who stood at the top was holding in 
her hand and casting down upon me. She was of no 
particular age, plain, thick-set, and shabbily dressed. 
She gave me rather a stiff nod. I bowed in some 
uncertainty. ... 

“Madame Floche, no doubt? ...” 





wiij X III accustonieci to siie said 'Wiuiuut lurniog 
toand. She had preceded me into the hail. “Perhaps you 
would like to take something?” 

“I must admit I have not dined,” 

She shovred me into a vast dining-room^ w’here a 
respectable supper w^as laid out. 

“At this time of mght the kitchen fire is out; and in 
the country one must put up with whzt one can get.” 

“But it all looks excellent,” I said, sitting down to a 
plate of cold meat. She herself settled sideways on a chair 
near the door; and during the whole time I was eating 
she stayed diere, her eyes lowered, her hands crossed on 
her knees, in the deliberately assumed attitude of an 
underling. Several times when there was a pause in our 
uphill conversation, I apologized for detaining her; but 
she gave me to understand that she was waiting to clear 
away after I had finished: 

“And how would you find your room all by yourself?” 

I was makins- as much haste as I could and takine- 





anything. Tea for the ladies, coffee for Monsieur 
Floche, a plate of soup for Monsieur FAbbe and Quaker 
Oats for Monsieur Casimir,” 

^‘And you, Mademoisele, do you take nothing?” 

I? Just mfi au lait^^ 

''If you will allow me, I wil join you in taking cafi 
m hit r 

'ph ho! Be careful. Mademoiselle,” said the Abbe, 
taking me by the arm. It looks to me very much as if 
Monsieur Lacase were making love to you!” 

She shrugged her shoulders, then bowed to me 
quickly, while the Abb6 parried me off. 

My room was on the first floor, almost at the end of a 
passage. 

ro 
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dor/t exaggerate its piety,” I interrupted, 
laughing. am only interested in it from an historical 
poirxt of view.” 

matter/' said be, w^aftiiig aside any unpleasantness 
with a wave of his hand; “Mstory has its rights too. You 
will fnd hfonsicur Floche the kindest, the surest of 
guides.” 

''So my master, hfonsieur Desnos, assured me.” 

'‘Ahi You are a pupil of Albert Desnos?” He screwed 
up Ms Mps again. 

”Did you ever attend Ms lectures?” I had the im- 
prudence to inquire. 

"‘No,” he answered roughly. ""I .know enough about 
him to be on my guard. . . . An MteUectual adventurer! 
At your age one is easily led astray by anything out of the 
ordinary. . . And as I did not answer, “His theories,” 
he went on, “began by having some influence over the 
young; but it is akeady on the •wane, I hear.” 

I was much more meJined to sleep than to argue. 
Seeing he could not extract an answer out of me, he 
went on: 

“Monsieur Fioche^s guidance wili be less dangerous.” 

Then, in face of a yavrn I did not attempt to disguise: 

“If s getting late,” he said. “To-morrow, if you allow 
it, we shall find time to continue our conversation. 
After your journey you must be tired.” 

“I confess, Monsieur i'Abb^, I am dropping with 
sleep.” 

As soon as he had left me, I took the logs off the fire, 
opened the windows wide, and flung back the shutters. 
A great rush of dark, damp air blew down the flame of 
my candle and I put it out so as^ better to contemplate the 
mght My room gave on to the ppnk, but it was not on 
the front side of the house like those in the long passage, 
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CHAPTER TWO 


wakened quite early by so’ 
oac door of wMch was immed 
1 the shutters and s 
iar sky; the garde 
recent shower, an^ 
s lust ffoinp* to shut my 


mth boisterous affection. The cMlcikept him off as best 




oyer ana sent luni mUmg m the mud. A stout 
kitchen wench darted out, exclairoing as she picked the 
child up: 

“Well, I never! A nice mess you’re in now! Lord! 
How does the boy manage it! An’t you been told scores 


She dragged him into the kitchen. Just then there 
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said the Abbe^ comkg forward to meet me, '"here, I 
think, is our Mud visitor.” 

Madame Floche had risen from her chair, but seemed 
no taMer standing than sitting. I made her a low bow, 
which she returned with an abrupt little bob. Some time 
or other some terribie event must have descended upon 
her and dnven her head down between her shoulders, 
where it had remained ever since—and a Ittle crooked 
too« Monsieur Floche had come to her side to greet me. 
The little old couple wem of exactly the same height,^ 
dressed after the same fashion, looked the same age, 
seemed to be of one flesh, , . . For a few moments we 


stood exchanging vague complmeats, afl three talking 
at once. Then a majestic silence fell and Mademoiselle 
Verdure came in carrying the tea-pot, 

"'Mademoiselle Olympe,” said Madame Floche at 

1a«4- _ _"L. - - _1 t *1.r. 




m 


'Yes, kdeed/' said “I can sec it must be a very iai 
ISC, but I assure von I could not be more comfcitai 
led” 

^focsisur and Madame Flociae,” said the Abl 
:e a pkasufe ia spoiMag their guests.” 

[ademoiseile Olympe now brought in a plate of toa 
before her the iittie cripple whose tumble I h 
itciv witnessed. The Abbd seized Mm by the atm: 
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might think I had meant some alinsion to Ms iafimiity* 
The Abbe, haTing finished Hs soup, had risen and was 
waJMng i 2 p and down the room* When not speaking he 
had a w^ay of tightly closing Hs month so timt it looked 
like the pnrsed-np, tootHess mouth of a Tery old man. 
He came to a standstill behind Casimir, who was just 
scraping out Ms bowL 

"Come along, come along, young man! Aveazoar 
awaits us!” 

The boy got up and they went out together. 

As soon as breakfast was over. Monsieur Fioche 
beckoned to me.- 

"Come with me into the garden, my young friend, 
and tel me how it fares with the world of intelectoal 
Paris.” 

Monsieur Fioche's eloquence rose with the lark. 
Without paying much attention to my answers, he asked 
after Ms friend Gaston Boissier and various other learned 
men whom I might have studied under and with whom he 

_ _j _ ^ • TT • t 




TWO SYMPHONIES 


stuS huag in folds over Ms instep in fronts but at the 
back, kept up bj bleaveri knows what mysterious device^ 
it barely reached the top of Ms shoes. By this timCj, 
bemused by the soft warmth of the air and a kind of 
vcgetafcie torpor, I was lendiQg Mm a somewhat in¬ 
attentive car. We had followed an avenue of great 
chestnuts whose branches met overhead, and came -out 
almost at the other end of the park. There was a bench 
there, shaded from the sun by a bush of smoke-tree/ 
and Monsieur Flodie invited me to sit down. 

“Did Abb6 Santal tell you,” he began abruptly, “that 
my brother-in-kw was a little .,He did not fiMsh the 
seatence, but touched Ms forehead with Hs forefinger. 

I was too much taken aback to be able to think of 
anythkig to answer. He continued: 

^*Ycs, the Baron de Saint-Aur^ol, my brother-in-kw. 
Perhaps the Abb6 has not told you so any more than he 
Ims me... but all the same I know he thinks it; and so do 
I. . . . And about me, didn^t the Abb6 tell you I was a 
Mttie . . 2* 

“Oh, Monsieur Floche, how can you imagine , . .?” 
my dear young man,” said he, tapping me 
confidcnlklly on the hand, should think it only natural. 

Why not? We have falen into habits down here, by 
shutt^ ouiseivcs up so far from the worl4 wHch may 
be a little—out of Ae way perhaps. NotMng in the shape 
of—what shall I call it?—<lvefsion, reaches us here. Yes, 
indeed* It was very kind of you to come and see. us”— 
and as I attempted a movement in protest—“I repeat, 
very kind, and I shall write tMs evening to my good fHend 
Desnos and tell him so again:, but, if you had any notion 
of cording m me the things you have most at hearty the 
questions that trouble you, the problems that interest 

^ a fciiid of samacli, a otaje rif na !! raHgd wi^ fre^. 
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**Hasten! Hasten!®* he wonld bid me* ‘‘Thoughts are 
like flowers; those gathered in the morning keep fresh 
the longest**® 
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TWO SYHPHONXES 


The library at La Quartfourche consists of two rooms 
separated only by a curtain. One, exceedingly small and 
raised by three steps above the other, is where Monsieur 
Fioche works, at a table in front of the window. There 
is no view—nothing but the branches of elm or alder 
brushing against the panes; on the table stands an old- 
fashioned Oil lamp with a green porcelain shade to it; 
under the table a huge foot-muS; in one corner a little 
stove; in the other a second table piled with lexicons; 
between the two a cupboard fitted as a filing cabinet. 
The second room is immense, its wails are Itn^d to the 
ceiling with books; it has two windows; a big table stands 
in the centre. 

“This is where you are to sit,” said Monsieur Fioche; 
and as I uttered an exclamation, “No, no! I am used to 
my little den,” he said; “to teU you the truth, it suits me 
best; I feel I can concentrate better here. Do not scruple 
to use the big table, and, if you like, we can draw the 
ai.itaia so as not to disturb each other.” 

“Not on my account,” I protested; “if I had had to 
be alone all this time in order to work, I should never...” 

“Very well,” he replied without letting me finish^ “then 
we will leave it undrawn. For my part it will be a great 
pleasure to me to be able to catch a glimpse of you now 
and then out of the comer of my eye.” 

(And, as a fact, in the days that followed I never lifted 
my head from my work without meeting the old fellow’s 
eye. He would smile and nod at me, or hurriedly look the 
other way for fear of disturbing me, and pretend to be 
dap in Ms papers.) 

He set to work at once, arranging the books and 
manuscripts likely to interest me, so that I could most 
<^ily get at them. They were kept for the most part in 
the filing cabinet in the Hole room; their number and 
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iiiipujL«iiL.c gicauy &uxpau>5ca me accouni: monsicmr 

Desnos had given me of them; it would take me a week 
at least, I could see, to extract all the treasures of in- 
formatioii they contained. Finally, Monsieur Floche 
opened a very small cupboard next the cabinet and took 
out of it the &mous “Bossuet Bible,” in which, opposite 
the verses he had used as texts, the Eagle of M^ux had 
inscribed the dates of the sermons they had inspired. I 
expressed astonishment that Albert Desnos had made no 
use of these entries in his writings; but the book had only 
recendv come into Monsieur Fioche’s hands. 
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lines of his face were screwed up towards the other, 
which shone brightly from behind a sheltering cheekbone 
and seemed to exclaim: “Beware! I am here alone, but 
nothing escapes me!” 

Madame de Saint-Aurtol was almost entirely hidden 
in goods of false lace. Her long hands, loaded with 
enormous rings, lay perdu and trembling in the depths of 
her fluttering sleeves. A kind of hood made of black 
taffeta, lined with tatters of -white lace, shrouded her 
face; it was tied tmder her chin with two taffeta strings, 
which were white with the powder that fell from her 
ter^cally painted face. When I came in, she struck an 
attitude in front of me, standing sideways with her head 
thrown back, and exclaimed in a high, loud, uninflected 
voice: 

“There was a time. Sister, when more respect was 
shown to the name of Saint-Aurdol . . 

Whom was she attacking? No doubt she wanted to 
make me feel, and to make her sister feel, that I was not 
the guest of the Floches; for she continued, bending her 
head affectedly to one side, and raising her right hand 
towards me: 

The Baron and I have much pleasure. Monsieur, 
in recei-Hng you at our table.” 

I applied my lips to one of her rings and raised my 
head from the ceremony blushing, for my position 
between the Saint-Aurtols and the Floches threatened to 
be embamassing. But Madame Floche appeared to pay 
no attention to her sister’s outburst. As for the Baron, his 
existence seemed to me problematical, although he was 
all honey and amiability as far as I was concerned. 
During the whole of my stay at La Quartfourche he could 
not ^ persuaded to call me anything but Monsieur de 
Las Cases; which gave him the opportunity of declaring 
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he imd met several of my relations at the Tuileries • . » 
one of my uncles in particiilar, who used to pky piquet 
with Mm, 

he was a queer fellow! Every time he played a 
tomp, he used to shout out: "Domino!" ” ,,, 

The Baronk conversatio!i was almost entirely of tHs 
calbre. At table he was almost the only person to speak; 
and then,, as soon as the meal was over^ he sank into a 
mummy-like sHence. 

As we were leaving the dming-room, Madame 
Floche came up to me and said in a whisper: 

^‘Perhaps you would be so kind. Monsieur Lacase, as 
to favour me with a few minutes'' talk?"" A talk which 
apparently she did not wish anyone to hear, for she began 
by leading me off in the direction of the Mtchen-gardeii/ 
saying out loud that she wanted to show me the 
espaliers. 

"It is about my great-nephew/" she began, as soon as 
she was sure we were out of hearing . . . "T should not 
like you to think I am criticizing Abbe Santaik teacMng 
. . , but I thought that you, who live in such close prox¬ 
imity to the very fountam-head of learning” (those were 
her words), ""might give us some advice.” 

""You Imve only to speak, Madame Flochc, I will do 
whatever I can,” 

""Well then, for so young a ■child, I am afraid the 
subject of Ms thesis is a little out of the way.” 

""What thesis?” I asked, feeling slightly at a loss. 

""The thesis for Ms hacedaurhtr'^ 

""Oh, of course,” I answered, resolving for the future 
to be astonished at nothing. ""On what subject^” 

""Well, Monsieur l^Abbe is afraid that a literary or 

1 An eJemeataiy czaminMon for ■vt'hich no thesis is required. 
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uccii ttcacca Dciore, one Has to leave the beaten 

foad,” 

course!” 

Only, I wil teU yon what troubles me, . , . But 
perhaps I am trespassing on your time?” 

Please believe I am most anxious to be of helt> to 

you.” ^ 

“WeU then, it is this. I make no doubt that r^«irr„V 
wiU soon be able to pass his thesis fairly brilliantiy, but 
1 am afraid that this desire to specialize—this slightly 
premature desire-may lead the Abbe to neglect his 
general education a little—^sums. for insran^P or 
astronomy.” -» 
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hobbling beside me, pointed out the way. 

“I suppose it’s recreation time,” I began. 

He did not answer. I went on: 

“Do you never work after tea?” 

“Oh, yes; but I have done my copying for the day.” 
“What is it you copy?” 

“The thesis.” 

“Ah...” 
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no, saicl lie at once; but when I questioned Mn 
further, it soon became apparent that he did very litdt 
else. He no doubt felt my astonishment. 

“I read a great deal,” he added, in the kind of voice 
in which a person in poor circumstances might say: “] 
have some other clothes.” 

“And what do you like reading?” 

“Travels.” Then, looking at me with eyes in which 
confidence had taken the place of inquiry: “The Abbe 
tias been to China. Did you know?” And his voice 
^pressed boundless admiration—^veneration_^for his 
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“Verdure, that’s a liei” 

At the end of the first game, Madame Fioche would 
take out her watch and, as if it were really the exact 
hour: 

“Casimir!” she would call out, “come, Casimir, it’s 
bedtime.” 

Ihe boy seemed to wake painfully out of Hs lethargy, 
rose, offered the gentlemen his limp hand, the ladies his 
cheek, and then left the room, dragging his foot behind 
him. 

As Madame de Saint-Aur^ol invited us to our revenge, 
the first game of backgammon would come to an end; 
then Monsieur Fioche would sometimes take his brother- 
in-law’s place; neither Monsieur Fioche nor the Abb6 
called their throws, so that nothing was heard from their 
end but the rattling of the dice in the box and on to the 
table; Monsieur de Saint-Aurtol soliloquiaed or hummed 
a tune in the arm-chair, and sometimes he would smash 
violently at the fire with the tongs, and so recklessly that 
the redhot cinders were scattered fer and wide; upon 
which Mademoiselle Ol 3 rmpe would hastily dash to the 
rescue and perform what Madame de Saint-Aurtol 
elegantly termed “the spark-dance” on the carpet. . . . 
Oftener than not. Monsieur Fioche left the Abb6 to 
wrestle with the Baron and remained in his arm-chair; 
I could see him ftom my place, not sleeping as he said, 
but shaking his head in the shadow; and the first evening, 
when a spurt of flame suddenly lighted his face, I saw 
that he was crying. 

By a quarter past nine the game of bezique was over, 
and Madame Fioche put out the lamp, while Made¬ 
moiselle Verdure lighted two candelabras, which she 
placed on each side of the backgammon-board. 

“Don’t keep him up too long, Abb6,” exhorted 
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sitting next her: 

“Monsieur Lacase wants to leave us!” 

“Dehghtfuil Delightftdl Most kind . . said the deaf 

mm^ smiliiig at me* 









extracted a packet wrapped in linen and tied up with a 
bit of string into wMch was slipped a docket, bearing 
the descriptions and sources of the papers to senre as 
index,, 

'Take the whole packet/' he said; "1 dare say it's .not 
aii of it worth much, but you will be able to sort out 
whatever Is Hkdy to interest you, quicker than I should/' 

While he was busy again, opening and shutting one 
drawer after another, i went down into the library and 
spread the bundle out on the Mg table. 

So,nic of the papers certaiiiiy did bear on the sub|ect 
of my work, but there were not many of them and they 
were of very little importance. The greater number, in 
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even with my work .and I sha.il b 
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■ dear little fellow, I can^t stay any lo. 
ii*re bored.” 

! But I have to go.” 
lere .are yon going?” 

Paris. But I shall come back again/^ 
ilf at me, as I said the words, 
lly and truly? Do you promise?” 
diild^s question was so trustful I had nc 
ct. 

uld you like me to write it. on a bit oi 
keep?” 

yes!” he exclaimed, kissing my hand wi 
ing frantic leaps to show his delight. 

I now, do vou.know what I thinlr 
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TWO SYMPHONIES 

some flowers for your aunt? Then you and I could take a 
big bouquet into her room as a surprise for her,” 

I had vowed to myself not to leave La Quartfourche 
without having been into the room of one or other of the 
two old ladies; as they were continually going up and 
downstairs ail over the house^ I ran a great risk of being 
disturbed in my indiscreet investigations; I reMcd now on 
the boy as an excuse for my presence. However strange 
it might appear for me to follow him into his grand¬ 
mother’s or aunt’s room, the bouquet would be a good 
enough pretext to keep me in countenance, in case of a 
surprise. 

But picking flowers at La Quartfourche was not such 
an easy matter as I had supposed. Gratien kept a most 
suspicious eye on the whole garden. He not oMy pointed 
out what flowers it was permissible to pick, but was 
jealously particular as to the way in which, they were 
picked. 0,ne had to take pruning-scissors or knife—and 
such precautions! This was all explained to me by Casimir. 
Gratien accompanied us to a bed of magnificent dahlias 
from which bouquets 'without number might have been 
taken and never missed. 

‘'Above the bud. Master Casimir; how many times 
must you be told? Always cut above the bud.” 

"At the end of the season like this, it’s not of the slight¬ 
est importance,” I cried impatiently. 

"If s .always important,” he growled in reply; "and 
there’s never a season for doing wrong.” 

I cannot stand these sententious grumblers... .... 

The child went ahead of me carrying the flowers. 
As we passed through the hall, I possessed myself of a 
vase. ... 

A deep religious peace filled the room;, the shutters 
were closed; near the bed, in the depths of an alcove and 
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at the foot of a Ittle cmdfix of ivory and ebony, stood a 
..maliogMiy prie-cEcu covered with dark red velvet. Across 
the cmdfix, and half conceaMng it, lay a smal sprig of 
box, hanging from a pink ribbon and fastened to one arm 
of the cross. The quiet solemnity of the houi: came like a 
call to prayer* Forgetting what I had come for and the 
vain cudosity that had brought me to the spot, I left 
Casimir to arrange the flowers according to Ms fancy on 
the comer of a chest of drawers, and looked at nothing 
more in the room: ^Tt is here then,” I thought, "in this 
great bed, that good old Madame Floche wiil soon be 
endijig her quiet days, sheltered from every breath of 
Mfe. * * , O ships questing for storms, how traaquii a 
haven is tMs!"^ 

In the meantime, Casimir was getting impatient with 
Ms flowers; the heavy-headed dahlias had been too much 
for hka and the whole bouqiaet .had topplai over on to 
th.c .floor. 

''Do come and help me/' said he at last. 

But when I took Ms pkee and began struggling with 
the flowers, he ran across to a bureau at the other end of 
the room and proceeded to open it. 

'T'm going to write ihc promise for you to sign about 
coming back,” he said. 

“That's right,” I replied, stOi keeping up my little 
piece of humbug. “Be quick though; your aunt might be 
cross if she saw you fumbling about in her writing-table.” 

“Oh, my aunt's in the kitchen; besides, she never 
scolds me.” 


In the most painstaking fasMon he covered a piece of 
fiotepaper with Ms handwriting. 

“Now come and sign.” 

I went over to the writing-tabic. 

, “But, .Casimk,” I said laughing, “there^s no need for 
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jm to sign too!” The cMd, no doubt in order to make the 
engagement mote binding and to gke Hmrveif the im- 
ptession that he too was piedging Ms word, had 
thought proper to put Ms own name at the bottom of the 
page, on wMch he had written: 

^^MmsieMr Lamse premises is f€me ka^k to La 
fmrchs next year. 

Casimir de Samt-AwM” 

My kughter and commeiit discoGcerted Mm for a 
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1 cared very little, as I have said, about the good or 
bad Doints of the painting: the young woman i had before 
me shewed her profie only; one temple half hidden by a 
hcawr dark enri; a languid eye, dreamy and meiancholy; 
f:ai opened lips, as if just parted in a sigk and a slender 
neck, fragile as the stem of a flower* It was a face of the 
most disturbing, the most angelic beauty* I lost all 
consciousness of hour and place as 1 gazed at it* Casimir, 
who had left me to put the finisMng touches to the 
flowers, came back and* bent over the portrait: 

''That^s my Mamma. Isn^t she pretty?"^ 

1 felt almost ashamed in the cMd's presence to think 
Ms mother so beautifuL 

“Where is your Mamma now?^^ 

“I don't know.” 

“Why isn't she here?” 

“She's bored here.” 

“And your father?” 

He hung his head, a Bttle confused and shame-faced, 
and answered: 

“My father is d^d.” 

My questions made him uncomfortable, but I was 
determined to go on. 

“1 suppose your Mamma comes to see you some¬ 
times?” 

“Oh yes, often!” he replied with conviction and raised 
his head quickly. Then he added in a lower voice: 

“She comes to talk to my aunt.” 

“But doesn't she talk to you too?” 

“Oh, I can't talk to her , . . and besides rm in bed 
when she comes.” 

‘'^.labedl” 

“Yes, she comes at night. . . Then his trust&lness 
got the better of him (1 had put down the portrait and 
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he had takea hold of my hand) and iie added teaderly, 
and almost as if it were a secret he was te,!liQg me: 

^^Last time she came and kissed me in, bed/* 

^^Then doesn’t she generally kiss you?” 

'^'Oh yes, often/’ 

^^Then why do you say last time?’" 

^'Because she was crying/’ 

“Was she with your aunt?” 

“No, she came in ai! by herself, ia the dark. She 
thought I was asleep/’ 

“DM she wake you up?” 

I wasn’t asleep. I was waiting riM she came.” 
“You knew she was there then?” 

He looked down again without answering. I insisted: 
“How did you know she was there?” 

No answer, I stiU went on: 

“How could you see she was crying in the dark?” 

“Oh, 1 could feel it.” 

^^Didn’t you ask her to stay?” 

yes, I did. She was bending OTcr my bed; I 
took hold of her hair • . /’ 

“And what did she say?” 
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I sprang ap atid dashed dc vYristalts to where the old 
laoT was standing in the halL 

*'‘Madan:e FlochtV^ I cried, “is there anyone who could 
take a telegram for me? I have thought of a plan. I believe 
I can arrange to stay a few more days with yon..” 

She took me by both hands: 

®‘Oh, dear ivlocsieur Lacase, how very unlikely! , * 
And as, in her emotion, she could think of nothing else 
to say, she kept o.ii repeating: "‘How very unlikely!” 

. * . At last, funning out, she called up to Monsieur 
Fiocfce's window: “Good .man! Good maul” (that w^as 
hex name for Mm) “Monsieur Lacase has consented to 
stay.” 

Her feeble voice, shrill and cracked though it was, 
succeeded in reacHng Mm.; I saw the window open, 
hfonsicur Floche looked out for a moment, and as soon 
as he understood the situation, called to me: 

■‘Fii come down! Fil come down!” 

Fasimir ininprl Kim -lafirl fr\r 


«iK"»■#■«»T "ttM.JS 
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All the same La Quartfourche belongs to them, and the 
Floches, who are comfortably off, live with them in 
order to help things out; they assist in running the house 
and make it possible for the Saint-Aur^ols to keep the 
property, which wili eventually go to Casimir. And that’s 
about all, I think, the child will get. . . 

“Then the daughter-in-law has no money?” I said. 

“What daughter-in-law? Casimir’s mother is not the 
daughter-in-law. She is the Saint-Aur^ols’ own 
daughter.” 

“But then what about the child’s name?” He pretended 
not to understand me. “Isn’t he called Casimir de Saint- 
Aureol?” 

“Really?” he said ironically. “Then it is to be supposed 
that Mademoiselle de Saint-Aurfel must have married 
some cousin of the same name.” 

“Oh, very well,” I said, half taking his meaning and 
yet hesitating to draw the conclusion. He had finished 
brushing his cassock and, with his foot on the window¬ 
sill, was busily fficking the dust from his shoes with a 
handkerchief. “And do you know her, this . . . Made¬ 
moiselle de Saint-Aureof” 


“I have seen her two or three times, but she only pays 
flying visits here.” 

“W^ere does she live?” 

He straightened himself, flung the dusty handkerchief 
into a comer of the room and exclaimed: 


So it s an inquisition, is it?” ... Then, going towards 
his washing-stand, “The dinner-beU wili be ringing in a 
minute and I shan’t be ready.” 

It was a plain invitation for me to leave him; his 
pursed-up lips, I felt sure, had a deal to say, but for the 
moment they would let nothing more escaoe them. 



CHAPTER FIV: 


F our days later I w; 

suffering less from the 
day, but more from fatigue 
new, either from the even 
hosts" conversation. I felt 


still at La Quartfoi: 


ne tliird 


trom my 
>e akeadv 


dying of inanition. ‘T see I must give up trying to find 
out anything fresh/" I thought to myself, as I once more 
set about preparing for my depa.rture: "'T am cut off from 
information on all sides; the Abbe appears to have been 

■e let Mm see how much 
lows; the more confiding 
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niaae xor; spacious and sonorous, calling upon the 
name of Isabelle—below my breath at nrst, and then 
aloud: Isabelle; . . . and the name I had disliked at first 
seemed nr-w to be fraught with elegance and nch with 
some clandestine charm . . . Isabelle de Saint-Aureoil 
Isabeiiel I saw her white dress flit before me round every 
turning of the path; every gleam of light that shone 
through the wavering foliage recalled her glance, her 
melancholy smile; and because as yet I knew nothing of 
loi'e, I fancied I was in love and indulged myself in that 
delightful idea. 

Oh, how beautiful the park was! How nobly it prepared 
to welcome the melancholy of the declining season! I 
inhaled with rapture the smell of the dank moss and 
rotting leaves. The great chestnut trees, whose branches 
swept the ground, were red and half stripped already of 
their leaves; some of the bushes glowed through the rain 
with a crimson fire; beside them the grass took on a more 
vivid green; a few autumn crocuses showed on the garden 
lawns, and lower down, in the Httle valley, a field was 
pink wdth them—one could see it from the quarry, 
where, when the rain stopped, I used to go and sit some¬ 
times, on the same stone where I had sat with the 

first day—^where perhaps Mademoiselle de Saint-Aur^ol 
herself had once sat and dreamed ... and I 
myself sitting beside her. 

Casimir used often to come with me, but I preferred 
wdking by myself. Nearly every day 2 was caught by 
rain in the garden; 1 used to go in dripping and dry myself 
by the kitchen fire. Neither the cook nor Gratien liked 
me; my repeated advances had not succeeded in extract¬ 
ing a dozen words from them. I had not been able 
to make friends with the dog either—^however much I 
E>atted him or fed him with titbits; Temo spent the whole 
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day lying in tlie huge fireplace^ and ^"hencFer I came aear^ 
he growled. Casimlr, whciu I often u-ed to find sittiiig 
on the edge of the hearthstone, yetling vegetables or 
feading, ’was distressed that ms dog refused to treat me as 
a friend and would give him a reproving tap* I used often 
to take the book: ironi tnc boy’s hands and go oa reading 
it aloud to Mm; he would lean up agamst me and i felt 
Mm listciiing with Ms whole bod?. 

But on this particular moraiag, the shower that caugfit 
me was so sudden and violent that it w'ss impossible to 
tMnk of gettiii,g back to 'the chateau; I ran to the nearest 
shelter I could find; it was the deserted lodge you may 
have seen at the other end of the park near the gates; 
even then it had falien into disrepair; 'the first room, 
however, was stiil elegantl'jr panelled, .like the drawing- 
room of a pleasure-lodge; but the woodwork was worm- 
eaten and broke away at the slightest touch.. *. 

When I pushed open the badly door and went 
in, a number of bats fluttered round and then flew out of 
the unglazed window, I had thought it was only a pass-ing 
shower, but wMle I stood waitiiig with what patience I 
could, the sky darkened and became completely overcast. 
Here I was a prisoner then, and no doubt for some time 
to come! It was half-past ten; lunch was not till twe,!ve. I 
made up my mind to wait for the first bel, wHch I 
thought I should be sure to hear firom where I was; I 
had writing materials with me., and as I was behinciliaiid 
with my ’'correspondence, I proposed to prove to myself 
that an hour might be as well spent .as a day. But my 
thoughts constantly flew back to the ob|ect of .my anxious 
hopes and fear: oh, if I could only believe that this place 
would ever see her again, I would set the wals ablaze 
with passionate declarations!«.. And then a mortal emmi, 
heavy with tears, slowly overwhdmed me. I sank down 
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:;he Loot in a earner of the foom, for there w’as nothing 
' le vjr c: n sear, and vrept like a lost child. 

n.e were Ennoi is denbtiess too weak to describe the 
:*' irwfeiahle depression to wddeh I have been subject 
o” : S'nee I ran remember; they overcome us suddenly; 
: hnr :nc^doable in tire air starts them, a second 
;-d was siniiing, all wws enjoyable; suddenly a 
7 " a W7 wwc u * from the depths of the soul and inter- 
itself cetacen desire and life; it forms a kind of 
iwi'i screen that separates us from the rest of the world, 
CTC 35e varmth, love, colour and harmony can now only 
reach us as a refracted, warped, transposed abstraction; 
irc 3 re aware of things, but they fail to move us, and the 
enori to break through the screen that thus 
cw Ttes our soul, might w^ell lead us into any sort of 
crime—murder, or suicide, or madness. . . . 

30 I dreamed, as I listened to the pouring of the rain. 

I was holding in my hand the penknife I had opened in 
order to sharpen my pencil, but the paper in my note¬ 
book still remained a blank; and with the point of my 
knire, I began to can^e her name on a panel near by^ 
not vcith much conviction, but because I knew such was 
lUc habit of ail fond lovers; the wood was so rotten, how¬ 
ever, that It kept breaking away and a hole would appear 
instead of the letter; I soon ceased to take any trouble; 
in mere Idleness, with a foolish desire for destruction, I 
oegaa slashing at random. The panel I was thus spoiling 
happened to be immediately under the window; the 
upper part had come away from its framework, so that 
the whole panel was able to slide upwards in the side 
grooves. This became evident when the pressure of my 
knife unexpectedly lifted it, 

^ In a few moments, I had finished hacking the panel to 
pieces; among the litter of wood there fell to the ground 
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an envelope; it was so stained and so mo'ildv, so n:acn 
the colomr of the wail, that at rlrst it gave me no shoe': trJ 
astonislimeGt; no, I was not astorishec to sec it: I did ... o'. 
tMnk it surprising it should be there, and sc; nrear was nv^ 
apathy that at first I made no attempt to open it. Ueiv^ 
grey, dirty, I assure you that it looked like nothing but 2 
flake of plaster. I took it up idiv; mechanicallv I to!e :t 
open* I pulled out two sheets covered with a large 
irregular, faded handwriting, which in places, indeed, had 
all but disappeared. WTiat was this letter doing here? I 
looked at the signature and my brain reeled; at the 
bottom of those pages stood the name of Isabelle! 

My thoughts were so fuM of her . . . For a moment I 
was under the illusion that it was to me she was writing: 

My love, this is my last letter [she began]. Just these 
few words more in haste, for to-night I know I shall be 
unable to speak. My Hps, so dose to yours, will find no 
words but kisses. Quickly, wMleit is still possible, Hsten* 
Eleven o^clock is too early; twelve will be better. 
You know I am dying of impatience and that waiting 
kills me, but we must be sure the others are asleep 
before I can at last waken to be yours. Yes, midntglit; 
not before. Come to the kitchen door to meet me 
(you must follow the wall of the kitchen garden, where 
you wil be in the shadow—after that, there are some 
bushes); wait for me there and not at the park gates, 
not .that I am afraid of crossing the garden by myself, 
but the bag which I shal be taking for a few clothes 
will be heavy and I am not strong enough to carry it far* 
And besides, it will be better for the carriage to 
wait at the bottom of the lane, where we shall find ii: 
easily . . « and wiser, 'because the farm dogs might 
bark and give the alarm. 

No, dear love, it was impossible, you know very 
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well, for us to have met oftener so as to arrange all 
tMs by word of mouth. You Imow I am. a prisoner here 
and the oM people do not allow me to go out any more 
than they let you come in. Ah! What a dungeon I am 
escaping from! . . . Yes, I will be careful to bring an 
extra pair of shoes with me and change into them as 
soon as we are in the carriage, for the grass at the 
bottom of the garden is sopping. 

How can you ask whether I am still resolved and 
ready? Why, my beloved, for months I have been 
preparing and holding myself ready! For years I have 
been living and waiting for this moment!— And 
whether I shall regret nothing? Don’t you understand 
then that I have taken a loathing to everyone here who 
is attached to me—^to everyone and everything that 
attaches me to this place? Is it really your gentle timid 








I think with terror ot all the stuff I should have to 

spin out here, if I had to cook this story up into a novel_ 

four or five pages at least of reflections after reading the 
letter, interrogations, perplexities.... In reality, as is the 
case after any very violent shock, I fell into "a state of 
semi-lethargy. '^Tien at last, through the confused 
rushing of blood in my brain, I heard the sound of a bell, 
which was then repeated—“Heavens!” thought I to 
myself, “it’s the second luncheon bell! How can I have 


missed hearing the first?” I pulled out my watch. Twelve 
o’clock! I dashed out instantly with the glowing letter 
pressed to my heart, and darted back to the house. 
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pcrsca from whom it will be possible to learn anything 
—tee ooly person who may cast some light on the ia- 
:r;,cac:es of this dark and mysterious affair, wMch I am 
bent on espioring now more out of love tl:|§a curiosityd' 
coffee, the cigarette I offered the Abbe served as 
or. excuse for a private conversation; we went to smoke 
ir the orangery, in order not to incommode the Baronne* 
'*1 thought you were only going to stop here a week,” 
he began in an ironical voice. 

was not counting on such kind hosts,” 

' Then Monsieur Flociie’s documents , . , 

^h4re assimilated, . , , But I have found other things 
that interest me more.” 

I expected a question, but none came. 

"“You must know the secrets of this cMteau inside 
out,” I went on impatiently. 

He opened his eyes wide, wrinkled Ms brows, and put 
on an air of stupid candour. 

is Madame, or Mademoisele de Saint-Aureol, 
your pupiFs mother, not here with us, engaged in looking 
after her affiicted son and her aged parents?” 

^ la order better to feign astonishment, he threw away 
his ci^rette and opened Hs hands in a parenthesis on 
each side of Ms face. 

""No doubt her occupations detain her elsewhere . , 
he muttered. ""WTaat an insidious question!” 

"Do you want one that is more to the point? What did 
Madame or Mademoiselle de Saint-Aureol, your pupiFs 
mother, do on a certain October 22nd, the night fixed, 
for her to run away with her lover?” 

He struck an attitude, with his hands on Hs hips: 

""Oh ho! oh ho! my young novelist!” (I had been 
vain or weak enough some time previously to confide in 
Mm the,kind of tHng that should never be spoken of 
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except in cases of deep personal sympatliv; ar.isin o oj 
had become aware of my proclwities he had to’;./ !. 
langhing at me in a w^y 1 7cas begmmmg to £: o :o 
tolerable.)'—^"Aren’t vox coing a little fast? . . . la.'-ol 
may I ask you in mv turn ro'', tlo come to ^ 
much?” 

"'Because the letter Isabelie ce S^iiot-Aorerl wr '. 
her lover that day did not fad into his hands bn: joo 
mine,” 

Decidedly I was a person to be reckoned vddn 'ns: 
at that moment the Abbe discovered a little spot on the 
sleeve of Ms cassock and began scraccring it win. ri.s 
finger-naii; he was coming to terms. 

""There is one tMng that surprises meA he said, ""that 
as soon as a person considers himseif a born no veils g 
he thkiks he has a right to do anything he pleases. 
Anybody else would think twice before reading a letter 
that was not addressed to MmA 

"T hope.^ Monsieur FAbbe, he would not read it at ad,” 

I looked at Mm steadily, but he kept on scratching 
with Ms eyes down. 

"T hardly suppose though that anyone gave it you to 
read” 

""The letter fel into my hands accidentally; the en¬ 
velope was oH, dirty, half tom, and without a trace of 
writing on it; when I opened it, I saw it was a letter from 
Mademoiselle de Saint-Aurcol; but addressed to whom? 
. . » Come now. Monsieur FAbbe, help me; who was 
Mademoiselc de Saint-Amr^oFs lover fourteen years 
ago?” 

The Abbe had risen; he began to walk up and down, 
Ms head lowered, Ms hands crossed beHnd Ms back; as 
he passed behind my chair, he stopped; and I suddenly 
felt Ms hands aight heavily on my shoulders: 
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“Stow me thit letter.” 

■‘Win you speak thsa?” 

I fell his grasp quivcriiig with impatience. 

“Oh, no conditions, I beg. Show me the letter. That’s 
enough,” 

“Let me go and fetch it,” I said, trying to free my- 
seE 

“You ha¥c it there, in your pocket,” 

He feed his eyes on the right spot, as if my coat had 
been transparent. Hang it all! He could hardly be going 
to search me!. .. 

I was in a very bad posture for defending myseE, and 
against a great strapping fellow too, who was'" stronger 
than I; and what means should I have afterwards of 
making him speaK* I turned round and saw his face 
almost touching mine—^a swollen, red, apoplectic face, 
with two great veins starting out on the forehead and 
ugly pockets under the eyes. Then, forcing myseE to 
laugh, for fear of things going altogether wrong: 

Gracious goodness, Abbe, you must confess you 
knovz something of curiosity yourseE!” 

He let go Ms hold; I rose at once and tnad f as though 
to leave the room. 


me, I said, taking the letter 
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little muscle in his cheek. He read the letter, then smelt 
the paper, frowning severely as he sniffed, so that his eyes 
seemed to be reproving the greediness of his nose; 
then folding the paper up again, he returned it to me, and 
said somewhat solemnly: 

“On that same 22nd of October, Viscount Blaise de 
Gonfreville perished in a hunting accident.” 

“You make my blood run cold!” (My imagination at 
once built up an appalling drama.) “You must know that 
I found the letter behind a panel in the lodge, from w'hich 
place he was certainly meant to fetch it.” 

The Abbe then told me that young Gonfreville, the 
eldest son of a family whose estate bordered upon the 
Saint-Aureois’, had been found dead beside a gate he 
had apparently been intending to climb, when a clumsy 
movement had made his gun go off. No cartridge, how¬ 
ever, had been found in the barrel of his gun. Not a soul 
could give any information about the accident; the young 
man had gone out alone without being seen by anyone; 
but the next day one of the La Quartfourche "dogs had 
been found Hcking a pool of blood. 

“I was not at La Quartfourche at the time,” continued 
he, “but from what I afterwards learnt, it seems to me 
certain that the crime was committed by Gratien, who 
had no doubt discovered his young mistress’s relations 
with the Viscount and had perhaps heard of her proposed 
flight (which I myself knew nothing, of before reading 
this letter); he is a rough, dogged fellow—^vindictive 
too, perhaps—an old servant who, if it came to the point, 
might very well think he need stick at nothing in defence 
of his masters’ property.” 

“Why was he not arrested?” 

“It was to nobody’s interest to prosecute him, and the 
two families of Gonfreville and Saint-Aurdol were 
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equally anxious to hush up this tmforttmate affair ; for a 
few months later, Mademoiselle de Saint-Aurdol gave 
birth to a wretched little child. Casimir’s deformity is 
attributed to the pains his mother took to hide her 
condition; but God teaches us that the sins of the fathers 
are often visited on the children. Come with me to the 
lodge; I am curious to see the place where you found the 


what he knew, I forgot his cloth and my own reserve and 
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I 


I excMmed, *'^of aJl the hope and all tne 
despair that must,, 

^*Why think of ail that?” he intemipted sharply. **It 
is not our business to know more about events than that 
part of them that may serve to instruct us*” 

^"But according .as we know .more or iess, they wil 
instruct us differently... 

do you mean?” 

^^ThM tlie superfidai knowledge of events does not 
always, nor indeed often, concord with the deeper 
knowledge which we may gain of them later, and that 
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I ikd here the condemnatioii of divorce and of ali men's 
contxivances for paliiating the consequences of their 
offences* That is surely sufficient!” 

"'Ko, not for me. I care nothing for the fact, so long as 
I c^ot discover its cause. To ieam Isabelle de Saint- 
Aur^oi's secret life, to trace out the perfumed paths she 
trod, their pathos, their darkness * . 

'"Take cate, young man! You are falling in love with 
her!” 

^“Ah! I expecting that! Because I am not satisfied 
V'ith appearances, because words do not blind me—nor 
acts neither. * . , Are you sure you are not judging her 
unfairly?” 

^*The trollop!” 

I grew hot with indignation. It was with the greatest 
difficulty that I controlled myself. 

Monsieur 1 Abbe, such words surprise me in your 
mouth. I thought that Christ had taught us to forgive^ 
not to chastise,” 

There is but one step from indulgence to encourage¬ 
ment,” 

“He at any rate would not have condemned her as you 
do.” ^ 

In the first place, what do you know about that? In 
the second place. He who is without sin Himself may 
show more indulgence towards the sins of others than 
... I mean, it is not the business of us sinners to finW more 
or less excuse for sin, but simply to turn aside from it 
with horror.” 

After having nrst taken a good sniff at it, as you did 
at the letter!” 

“Impertinence!” And abruptly breaking away from 
me, he darted off down a little side path, flingmg biting 
wore s behind him, like Parthian shots; I could onlv 







TWO SYMPHONIES 


out a few of them: “Modem education! . * » Sophist! . . , 
AfmrcMst!,, 

When we met again at dmner, he still looked frown- 
ifigly,, but as we left the table, he came up to me with a 
smile and put out Ms hand, which I took with a smile too» 

The evening seemed to me more dismal even than 
usual. The Baron groaned softly by the fireside. Monsieur 
Floche and the Abbe moved their draughtsmen without a 
word. I saw Casimir out of the comer of my eye, with his 
head buried in his hands, slovriy slobbering on to his 
book and from time to time mopping it with Hs hand- 
kercMef. I gave only just sufficient attention to the game 
of bezique to prevent my partner from being too ig- 
nonMiiiously beaten; Ivfadame Floche noticed my dullness 
and tried amdously to make the game a little more 
lively: 

“Now then, Olympe! It"s your turn. Are you asleep?” 

No, it was not sleep but death that was beQumb,ijag my 
hosts with its grim and icy touch. I myself felt a mortal 
anguish—a kind of horror—seize me. Oh spring! Oh 
gusts of heaven, perfumes and delights and aery music, 
never more will you be wafted here! So I dreamt; and I 
thought of you, IsabeMd What of the tomb you escaped 
from? What of the life you fled to? I imagined you sitting 
there—^there, in the peaceful lamplight, your p,ale fore¬ 
head drooping on your delicate fingers, a curl of black 
hair touching—caressing—^your wrist. Wliat a far-away 
look is in your eyes! That sigh the others do not hear-— 
what, nameless weariness of flesh and spirit does it tel of 
so plaintively? And I myse.!f unconsciously heaved, a 
huge sigh, wMch was partly a yawn and partly a sob, so 
that Madame de Saint-Aureol, throwing her last trump 
on to the table, excMmed: 
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tMiik Mofisiem: Lacase is badly waatmg to go off 
to bed;” 

Poor lady! 

Hmt night I had an absurd dream—a dream which at 
fot was merely a contkuatioii of the realty. 

The eTcnkig was not o¥er; I was still in the drawing* 











CHAPTER SIX 


A n D so tie ups and downs of my love-sick curiosity 
- flared and flickered. It was impossible, bowever, to 
put off my departure—which I had again announced— 
any longer, and this was my last day at La Quartfourche. 
It was on this day that. . . 

Imagine us sitting at lunch, waiting for the post, 
which Gratien's wife, Delphine, usually brings in a little 
before dessert. It is first taken, as I have said before, to 
Madame Floche, who sorts out the letters and hands 
Monsieur Floche the Journal des DSbats, behind which he 
disappears until we leave the table. This morning, a 
mauve envelope, which has accidentally caught in the 
wrapper of the paper, suddenly drops out and flies across 
the table towards Madame Floche’s plate. I have just 
time to recognize the large straggling writing which had 
already made my heart beat the day before. Madame 
Floche apparently recognizes it too; she makes a hasty 
effort to cover the envelope with her plate; the plate 
knocks against a glass and breaks it, spilling the wine all 
over the table-cloth. In the ttirmoil that follows good 
Madame Floche, taking advantage of the general con¬ 
fusion, succeeds in spiriting away the envelope and 
concealing it under her mitten. 

“I was trying to kill a spider,” she says awkwardly, 
like a child excusing herself. (Whatever insect happens to 
come out of the fruit dishes, she always calls a spider— 
it is no matter to her whether it is really a woodlouse or an 
earwig.) 

“And I’ll wager you missed it,” says Madame de 
Saint-Aur&)i acidly, getting up and throwing her napkin 
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undefstood notMng. ZMademoiselle Verdure and tb 
.t witli their eyes fixed on thek plates; if Casimir 
blowing Ms nose^ I should tMiik he was crying^ , 
The weather this morning is almost warm^ an 
s. served on the little terrace outside the drawii 
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at dessert and I cast about in search of some dlTcrsion. 
WMe the Abbe was pouring out the coffee, I put my 
band into my pocket and came upon a little bunch of 
leaves—a radg I had that morning broken off a curious 
txee^ which grew by the park gate. I had meant to ask 
^lademojseiie \'erdure its name, not so much out of 
curiosity to know it, as because it flattered her to have an 
appeal made to her learning. 

For she loved botanizing. Now and then she would 
start out for the day to collect specimens, looking some¬ 
what absurd, with a green box slung across her sturdy 
shoulders; and all the hours she could spare from her 
domestic cares were divided between her dried phr^ rs 
and her magnifying glass. . . . Mademoiselle Olympe, 
therefore, took the twig and without a moment’s hesita¬ 
tion, pronounced it to be parsley-leaved beech. 

“What a queer name,” said I doubtfully; “one can 
hardly imagine these lanceolate leaves having any 
coimectioii witii., 

The who had been smiling signifi^caiitiy for the 
last mMiite or two^ aow obsenred carelessly: 

“That is the name they give the fagw perskifolia at 
La Quartfourche.” 

Mademoiselle Verdure positively jumped: 

“I didn’t know you were so good at botany. Monsieur 
I’Abbd,” she said. 

“No, ^rhaps not,” he said, “but I happen to know a 
httle Latin.” He turned to me: “These poor l adies are the 
victims of an unintentional pun. ^erskus, my dear lady,” 

went on, ‘persicus means peach tree—not parsl^.^ 
The fa^ persidfolia, whose leaves Monsieur Lacase has 
notioid and so correctly called lanceolate,—the fa^ 
perskifolia is a peacb-hs&'vtA. beech tree ” 




and in wliich she announces her arri-ral to Madame 
Floche.” 

“She is coming then?” I cried. 

“Now, now, keep calm; you won’t see her.” 

“And why shouldn’t I see her?” 

“Because she arrives in the middle of the night and 
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He gave me a searching look, but I did not move a 
muscle and he continued with some irritation: 

‘'"You won't pay any attention to what I say—can 
see it by your look; anyhow you've been warned* Well, 
go on! Do as you please; to-morrow morning you shall 
tell me all about it/' 

He got up and went away, leaving me unable to make 
out whether he had meant to check my curiosity or 
whether he had not been amusing Mmself on the contrary 
by prodding it up. 

Untii evening came my mind, in a state of confusion 
I oiinot attempt to describe, was solely occupied fay 
W’aiting for the moments to pass* Was I really in love with 
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bend over her busbaiid wbo was dozing in the kriim 
by the fire; he rose at oncCj and taking the Baion b? the 
arm, he dragged Mm off unresisting and as if he understood 
what was wanted of Hm. On the landing, where everj^- 
one, candlestick in hand, went off each in Hs own 
direction, the Abbd wished me good-night: 

""'Sleep wel,” said he with a meaning smile* 

I shut the door of my room and then I waited* It was 
only niiie o^ciock. I heard Madame Fioche come up and 
then Mademoiselle Verdure* There was the continuation 
of a rather lively quarrel on the landifig between Madame 
Fioche and Madame de Saint-Aureoi, who had come out 
of her room again, but they w^ere too far off for me to 
catch any words. Then a sound of doors slamming; then 
nothing more. 

I stretched myself on my bed the better to reflect. 
I thought of the Abbe’s iromcai hope that I should sleep 
well when he wished me good-night; I should have liked 
to know whether he Mmseif was preparing for sleep 
or whether he would now indulge the curiosity he would 
not allow Mmseif to show in my presence. But his room 
was in another part of the house, in the opposite wing to 
that in wMch I slept, and no plausible motive could justify, 
my presence there. Yet which of us two, I wondered, if 
we were to meet in the passage, would look the,greater 
fool? . . . Meditating thus, I was overtaken by an inex¬ 
cusable, an absurd, an amazing circumstance—I fell 
asleep. 

Yes, less excited, no doubt, than exhausted by my long 
hours of .suspense, worn out too by my nightmare of the 
evening before, I fell into a deep sleep. 

The sputtering of my dying candle woke me—or 
perhaps it was some faint vibration of the floor which 
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guard against surprises, had dropped a iittle, leaving a 
gap under the frame at the top, through which I found it 
was possible to see; to reach this I had to perch myself on 
the top of a chest of drawers which I had pushed dose up 
to the spot. 

A ray of light now shone .through this gap and, 
reflected from the white ceiling, enabled me to see my 
way. Everything was exactly as I had left it the day before, 
I climbed on to the chest of drawers and peered down into 
the next room. ... 

Isabelle de Saint-Aur&)l was there. 

I saw her before me, only a few paces away. ... She 









out backs, called, I beiicYe, "‘poufs”—which it 
sometMng of a shock to see in this ancient rc 
which I did not remember noticing the day I to 
flowers. Madame Floche was buried in a great 
coTcred arm-cimir; on a little table at her side 
knip which cast a subdued light over them both 
had her back to me; she was leanine forward 
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Traced rron": xft to riglit; at last she said, as though in 
repetition of some previoiis statement: ""EYerytMiig-~» 
1 hwe rea!!y tried everjtMng. I swear * , .” 

swear, m? poor child; I beiie¥e you without 
that/’ interrupted the poor old lady, putting her hand on 
Isabeiic’s bead. They ^th spoke very low, as .if afraid of 
being overheard* 

At last Madame Floche raised herself gently, pushed 
away her niece and, helping herseif up by its arms, rose 
from her chair. Mademoiselle de .Saint-A'ureoi got up at 
the .same time and foKowed her aunt for a few steps 
towards the wridng-table from which Casimir had taken 
the mtoiature two days before. She stopped in front of a 
console-table, on which stood a great rniixor and, while 
the old lady was fiim.bHiig in a drawer, caught sight in the 
glass of the emerald ribbon she was wearing round her 

nnirlrli? iinfa^tipnifTiO' if 
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had come, no doubt, to the end of her strength, for she 
began by hastily making for the table and setting down 
the candelabra in front of the looking-glass; then, uking 
four skips back to her position in the door^-ay, she once 
more adYaoced, soienmly and with measured steps, 
stretching out at full length In front of her a hand loaded 
with enormous rings. In the middle of the room, she 
stood stiil, turned stiffiy towards her daughter and, with 
hand outstretched, shrieked in ear-splitting accents: 

*^Get thee behind irx, ungrateful daughter! Your tears 
can. no longer move me and your protestations have for 
ever lost the vray to my heart.” 

The whole speech was delivered "vitli no variation of 
tone at the topmost pitch ot her voice. In the meantime, 
Isabelle had thrown herself at her mother's feet and taken 
hold of her dress; as she pulled it to one side, revcaliiig 
two absurd little white satin slippers, she herself con¬ 
tinued to strike her forehead on the floor, where a rug 
was spread over the boards. Madame dc Samt-Aureol 
did not lower her eyes for an instant; still looking straight 
before her, with gknees as piercing and icy as her voice,, 
she continued: 

"Is it not enough for you tO' have brought poverty into 
the dwelMng of your parents? Are you coatempkting a 
further.. 

Here her voice suddenly failed her and she turned 
towards Madame Floche, who, making herself as small 
as she could, sat tfembling in her arm-chair: 

"And as for you. Sister, if you are stifl so weak . . 
(she took herself up) "if you are stili so unpardonatiy 
weak as to yield to her entreaties, even for one Mss—even 
for one groat—so true as I am your elder sister, I leave 
you—recommend my household gods to Heaven, and 
I leave you, never to set eyes on you again.” 
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TWO sy:m:pkonies 

Like a famished dog after a bone, Isabelle fiinig herself 
upon them. 

go! We have nothing more to say to each other; 
I no longer acknowledge you.” 

Then^ having fetched an extmguisher from the bed- 
table, she extinguished one after the other aH the candles 
in the candelabra and departed. 

The room now seemed dark. Isabelle in the meantime 
had got up; she passed hex fingers across her forehead^ 
threw back her scattered curls and adjusted her bonnet* 
With a swift shake she jerked up her cloak, which had 
slipped a little off her shoulders, and bent over Madame 
Flodie to wish her good-bye. The poor woman seemed 
trying to speak to her, but her voice was too weak for me 
to make out what she said. Isabelle silently pressed one of 
the old woman's trembling hands to her lips. An instant 
.after I darted in pursuit of her dowm the passage. 
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*"Yes, yes; in remenibrarice of me, Fve been keeping it 
such a long time. Now Fm oM, what use would it be to 
me?” 

^'Loiyi Loly! Of all Fm leaving here there^s no one as 
good as you/' 

Jv'iademoiseile Verdure put her arms round her: 
poor darling! How wet she is!'’ 

“Only my cloak-—^it's nothing. Let me go now/’ 

“Take an umbieik then/" 

“It has stopped raimng.” 

“The iantern/’ 

“No. I don't w^ant it. The carriage is quite close. 
Good-bye.” 

“Well then, good-bye, my poor child. May God . . /’ 
She ended with a. sob. Mademoiselle Verdure stayed for a 
few moments ieankig out into the night, and a draught 
of damp air blew in from outside up the well of the stair¬ 
case; then I heard her close the door and bolt it, 

1 could not get past Mademoisele Verdure. The key 
of the kitchen door was removed eve.ry night by Gratien. 
True, there was another door on the other side of the 
house by which I could easily have got out, but it was an 
immense w-ay round; before I could have found her, 
Isabelle would have already got to her carriage. Ha! 
supposing I called her from my window? ... I hurried 
back to my room. The moon was again obscured; I 
caught the sound of footsteps and waited a moment. A 
violent gust of wind arose and, as Gratien went in by the 
kitchen, I heard, through the whispering of the storm- 
tost trees, the wheels of the carriage that bore away 
IsabeUe de Saiat-AureoL 










CHAPTER SEVEN 


I HAD delayed over-long, and as soon as I got back to 
Paris I was beset by a thousand preoccupations which 
tamed my thoughts at length into other channels. The 
resolution I had made of returning to La Quartfoarrhe 
the foMowing summer lessened my regrets at not having 
been able to carry my adventure further, I was indeed 
beginning to forget it, when towards the end of January 
I received a formal announcement of the deaths of 
Monsieur and Madame Floche, The two old people had 
resigned their gentle tremulous souls into their Maker's 
hands vdtMn a few days of one another. I recognized 
^^adelIloiselie Verdure’s handwriting on the envelope; 
but it ivas to Casimir I wrote the banal expression of my 
regret .and sympathy. Two weeks later I received the 
following letter: 

My deae Monsieur Gerard, 

(Th had always refused t& mil ms {y my sMrmme. 
^^W'hat isymr he had asked me dMrmg me of omt 

walks. 

ym^ know it already^ Casimir; I am failed 

Monsieur 

^^No; not that mme—th othr?^"^ he had msisted.) 

It is very kind of you to have written me such a nice 
letter. I liked it very much. La Quartfourche is very 
sad now. My grandmother had a stroke on Thursday 
and was obliged to keep her room; then Mamma 
came back to La Quartfourche and the Abbe went 
away, because he was made cure at Breuli. Then, 
after that, my uncle and aunt died. First uncie died. 
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He was very fond of you, you know. And then the 
Sunday after that, aunt. She was ill for three days. 
yia.mma. had gone away. I was all alone with Loly and 
Deiphine—Gratien’s wife; she is very fond of me. 
find it was very sad because aunt didn’t want to leave 
me. But it couldn’t be helped. And now I sleep in the 
room next Delphine’s, because Loly had to go to her 
brother-in-law’s in the Ornc. Gratien is very kind to 
me too. He has shown me how to make cuttings and 
grafts, and it is very amusing. And I am helping cut 
down the trees too. 

You know the little paper that you wrote your 
promise on. You must forget it, because there’s no 
one here now fot you to stay with. But I am very sorry 
to think I shan’t see you again, because I was very fond 
of you. But I haven’t forgotten you. 

Your little friend. 

Casimr. 

Monsieur and J^fadame Fioche’s death had left me more 
or less indifferent, but this awkward, ardess letter touched 
me. I was not free at the moment, but I determined to 
make an expedition of inquiry to La Quartfourche as soon 
as the Easter holidays came round. What did it mtm-pr to 
me that there was no one for me to stay with? I could put 
up at Pont-I’Eveque and hire a carriage from there. Need 
I add that the thought of a possible meeting with the 
inysterious Isabelle was as great an attraction as my deep 
pity for the poor child? There were passages in his letter 
which were incomprehensible; it was difficult to link the 
fects together. ... The old lady’s stroke, Isabelle’s 
arrival, the Abb6 s departure, the death of the old Floches, 
Isabelle s absence at the time, the departure of Made¬ 
moiselle Verdure . . . were these a merely fortuitous 









TWO SYMPHONIES 


series of events, or was there some comection between 
them? C^simk could not and the Abb6 'would not 
eaiighteii me. There was nothkig for it but to wait till 
April. On the second day of my holidays I started. 

At Breuil station, I caught sight of the Abbd just as 
he was getting into my traiii; I hailed Mm. 

“So here you are back again,” said he. 

“Yes; as a matter of fact, I didn’t tMnk I should be 
retuimiiig so soon.” 

He got into my compartment. We were alone. 

“Well! There have been 'Changes here since von 
left-” 

“Yes; I heard you had become car^ at Breuil.” 

“Oh, I didn’t mean that,” and he made a gesture with 
Ms outspread hand wMch I remembered. “Did you get an 
annoimceiiient?” 

"^^Yes; and I at once wrote a letter of condolence to 
your pupil. It was he who told me some of the news; but 

he wasn’t very explicit. I very nearly wrote and asked you 

for details,” 

“You should have done so.” 

“I thought it wouldn’t be very easy to get them out of 
you,” I answered, kugMng. 

But the Abbe no doubt felt less necessity for discretion 
than when he was staying at La Quartfourche, and seemed 
inclined to talk. 

""Tfs a wretched state of aSairs, isn’t it?” said he. 
“There’s an end of the woock.” 

At first I did not understand; then a sentence of 
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;hc':r backs* The place is mortgaged up to the 
hi it. ifadeiiioiselie de Saiat-Aureol is raaiiijig off with as 
much as she can/"’ 

'Ts she mere?” 

'"As if you didn’t know’!” 

*T merely guessed it from a few words that« » 

"Tt’s since she came back that everything has gone to 
the dogs*” 

He caught himself up for a moment, but this time the 
desire to speak was too miidi for him; he did not eves 
wait for me to question him and I thought it wiser not to; 
he went on: 

came she to hear of her mother's stroke? I 
never made out. When she learnt that the old Baronne 
couldn't leave her chair, in she inarched with aE her 
baggage, and Madame Floche hadn’t the heart to turn 
her out. It was after that that I -went away.” 

"It was very sad your leaving Casimir like that.” 

"TossiHy, but it was not my place to stay in the same 
house with a shameless .. . But I forgot you stood up for 
her.” 

"T shal Ycry Bkelv continue to do so. Monsieur le 
Curd” 

"Very good. Very good. Yes, I know; Mademoiselle 
Verdure stood up for her too. She stood up for her until 
the day the old folk died,” 

I was amused to notice that the Abbe had almost 
entirely dropped the elegant language he had favoured 
while he was at La Quartfourche, and had adopted the 
speech and manners pecular to the mres of Normandy 
villages. He went on with his train of thought: 

"She thought it odd too when they died so soon 
one after the other,” 

"Did they,...?” 
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“I say GotMng/’ and lie pursed up his lips in Ks old 
way, but immediately started off again: 

‘‘Al the same there was a good deal of gossip in the 
neight'-Durhood* People weren't pleased to see the niece 
come into the property. And you see even Verdure 
thougnt it best to leave too/' 
looks after Casimir?'' 

even you understand that his mother is not a 
proper person to be with the chiid. Ke spends nearly the 
whole of Ms time with the Chointreuiis—you know— 
the gardener and Ms wife/^ 

*"Gratieii?*" 

'"Yes, Gratieiifhe tried to prevent the park trees from 
being cut down; but there was notHng to be done. It's 
simply min.” 

"But surely the Floches liad money?” 

"Oh, that ail went the first day, my dear Sir. Two of 
the three farms on the estate belonged to Madame Floche, 
but it's many a long day since they were bought up by the 
tenants. The third, the Httle farm of Les Fonds, still 
belongs to the Baronne; there was no tenant and Gratiea 
ran it; but it will be put up for sale with the rest,” 

"La Quartfourche is to be put up for sale?” 

"By auction. But it can't be done before the end of the 
summer. In the meantime. I’ll beg you to beheve that my 
fine lady is making what she can. It's true she will have to 
end. by swallowing the piU—^but by then half the trees 
will have gone.” 

"But how she find anyone to buy, if she hasn t the 
right to sel?” 

"Oh, you're very innocent stiill When tMngs arc 
going for nothing, there's always someone to buy,” 

"Any bailiff might prevent it.” 

"The bailiff is in colusion with the creditors' agent, 
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who has taken up bis abode here”; he stopped and 
w.iispered m my ear: “be sleeps with her, since you must 

Know CTerytiiiiig/'^ 

“Monsieur Floche’s books and papers?” I asked 
wi&out appearing disturbed by his last remark. 

‘Tnere is shortly to be a sale of the library and fhmiture 
or, to be more accurate—an execution. Fortunately 
no one here suspects the value of some of the books—or 
they would have disappeared long ago.” 

^^But suppose some rascal turned up . . 

No fear; the seals have been affixed; they won’t be 
removed till the inventory has to be made.” 

“And what does the Baronne say to it all? ” 

“She h^ no idea what is going on; her’food is taken 
i°toe^ doesn’t even know her daughter 

‘‘You Wen’t mentioned the Baron.” 

weeks ago in a nursing home at Caen 
just^er we had managed to get him int o it ” 

Pont-l’Eveque. A priest’came to meet 
The cam^ I hired next day dropped me at the 

Sd r Jio^es 

had rested in a neighbouring farm stables. 

dWW been 

ia fill burl T the '"peach-leaved beech” 

to BfeS . l°°*f “ =» doubt owed 

S m ^r? ^ “ '^od; “ I went 

7 way, I saw that the finest trees had already fellt^n 
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I was stiH some way off it when I saw Gratien come out 
of the garden with a basket of vegetables; he saw me 
without at first recognizing me; I haled him and he 
came up to me. 

I never! Monsieur Lacase!” he exclaimed. 


h 


attempting to hide his vexation at my appearance; he 
added, however, more mildly: 

“The boy wiU be pleased to see you, though.” 

We had taken a few steps without speaking in the 


fourche,” said he, more civilly, as he came back. 

“And it seems things are not going very well?” 

^ n t f 1 * t * . ^.... 1, 1!_ __1 


without answering; then, abruptly seizing me by the arm, 
he dragged me up to the lawn in front of the house. There 
lay the dead body of a monster oak, underneath which I 


they were piled all round it in heaps of logs and bundles 
of feggots. ... 
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“Do you kxiow how much a tree like that is worth?^ 
said he. “Tweive>>/w'f/! And do you know what theyV. 
paid for it? For that and the others too. . Fivi 
francs!” ‘ 

_ I did not know that in that part of the world a ten 
traac piece was called 2 . pistole-, but it was not the momen 
tor explanadons. Gratien went on with a choking voice 
turned to look at his face; he was wiping away tears 01 
sweat with the back of his hand: 

“Oh, 4e ruffians!” he exclaimed, clenching his fists 
the ^ans! men I hear their hatchets and their axes 
1 m like to go mad, Sir; the blows fall on my own head- 
I w^nt to caU out 'Heipl Murder!’ I want to use a hatchet 
to them myself. I want to kill theml I spent half the day 
yesterday trying not to hear their noise in the cellar- it 
wasn t so loud there. At first it amused the boy yonder to 
watch the woodcutters at their work; when the tree was 
ready to fah, they called him to pull the string; but when 
ffie ^ans brought their felling nearer the house, he 
ffidn 1It so funny. ‘Oh, not that onel’ he says, ‘not 
tffis one!’ ‘My poor lad!’ says I, ‘don’t worry about t^s or 
tMt—they won t leave you a single one.’ I’ve told him 
straight he won t be able to stay on at La Quartfourche- 

none of it s his any longer. If only we could be kept on at 
the little farm; I’d have him to live with us glacUy you 
tnj be sure; but it’ll be bought by the Lord knows wL 
md what manner of rascal wifi be put in instead of us? 

lave ffieJ r""’ "If I’dHefer 

lave died than see what I ve seen.” 

“Who is living in the chateau now?” 
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meals—by the backstairs—so as not to come across 
certaki people we won't mention. They have someone 
else to wait on them^ but we don't speak.” 

‘Tsn't there going to be a sale of the fumitiire soon?” 

""“WlieG that comes 'we shall try and get ^ifadamc la 
Baronne to the farm—until that's put up for sale too with 



for you?” 

I shall easily find him. Good-bye for the present. 
I shall see Delphine and you again no doubt before I 
leave.” 

The havoc caused by the woodcutters seemed stil 
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more cruel at tliis_dme of year when everything wa 
awalcei^g to new life. Young shoots were already swell 
ing in tee milder air; already buds were bursting and even 
severed branch was weeping tears of sap. I walked or 
slowly, the stricken landscape moving me not so muclb 
to sadness as to intenser consciousness; and perhaps the 
smeM of vegetation that exhaled so powerfully from 
dpng tree and travailing earth went a little to my head 
Me wine. I w-as hardly sensible of the contrast between 
the corpses that strewed the ground and the reawakening 
spmg; 4e p^k lay more open thus to the %ht that 
bathed both death and life alike in a golden glory- but 
yet the tragic song of the blows that rang through the 
distance, filling the air with a funereal solemnity keot 
secret time to the happy beatings of my heart; and the old 
love-letter I had brought with me, though I had sworn to 
mysetf not to use it, burnt my breast as from time to 
time I pressed it to my heart. Nothing shaU stand in my 
way to-day, I said to myself, and I smiled to feel my step 
grow qmcker at the mere thought of IsabeUe; my wiS 
was m abeyance; it was a hidden power within that drove 
me. How strange it was that, by some over-abundance of 
me m ine, the note of savage violence which all this 
CTastetion added to the beauty of the landscape only 
intensified my pleasure in it; how strange that the AbbP’s 
had so little succeeded in detaching me from 

“y desire. . . . What was it that 
V wWch was so peopled with hideous 
^ 7?; if ^ ^ Qmrtfourche could bring her 

-woidd leave her nothing. Why had she not fled from 


HI tile distance 
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before me, I caught sight of her. There was no doubt 
ibout it. It was she, in mourning and bare-headed, 
jitting on the trunk of a felled tree which had fallen across 
he path. My heart was beating so fest that I had to stop 
for a moment or two; then I went up to her slowly—-a 
:alm, indifferent gentleman taking an evening stroll. 
‘Excuse me, Madame.. . Can you tell me whether this 


ijeside Her on t 
foU of reels^ sewii 

ne tree-trunk was a httie work-basket 
ig materials and pieces of crape, some 

roled up in bundle 
in arranging one 
Mttfc felt hat, wh 
green ribbon she h 

:s, others lying loose; she was employed 
or two of these scraps on a dowdy 
ich she was holding in her hand; a 
lad no doubt iust tom from it was Iwno 











[i ■ »Vi» nktAi'.rtl 


Have yon con 


and my heart beat 

as I recognized her voice. How beau- 

ti£ul I thought her 

uncovered brow! 

"'^Oh, simply to 

look at it. The park gates, were open 




le to come in?’^ 


likes may come in nowl”' She heaved 

a deep sigh, but 

returned again to her work as if we 

could have-nothinj 

g more to say to one another. 

1 did not know 

how to continue the ^conversatioii: it 


ty which would probably never ofer 

itself again—^whic 

1 would certainly be decisive; and yet 

did not feel that 

: the moment had come to precipitate 


axietY. to be cautious, therefore, mw 







TWO 

as yet dare formulate^ I speechless^ poking with 

the end of my stick at some chips of wood on the 
ground, so embarrassed, so so impertinent 

withal, that at last she raised eyes, stared at me and 
was, I thought, going to out laugHng; but— 

no doubt because in those ^ wore a soft hat and my 
hair long and die! not seem have any very urgent 
occupation—al! she said 
*"Are you an artist?^" 

'"UnfortuTzately not,” I answered, smiling; ""but that 
doesn’t prevent me from poetry,” And 

though I did not as yet dare look at her, I felt her 
eyes resting on me. Our bj’P^^dticai commonplaces 
were odious and I hate having repeat them. 

^^Hovr beautifoi the park ^ w^ent on. 

She seemed to wish for nothing better than to talk, 
and was only embarrassed, lik^ myself, by the difficulty of 
knowing how to start the conversation, for she ex- 
ckimed at once that unfortun^^^^y time: of year the 
park was still shivering with barely awakened 

out of its printer sleep, and that it was impossible to 
judge of what it was like in autumn—"at least of what it 
used to be like,” she corrected herself; “for what will be 
left: of it, when the w’oodcutters have finished their 
dreadfiil work? ..«” 

^"Couldn’t they be prevented? ^ cried, 

""Prevented!” she repeated ironically, and shrugged 
her shoulders;, and I thought she was showing me her 
shabby felt hat to, bear witness to her destitution, but she 
merely picked it up .in order to put it on (she wore ,it 
tipped back so as to, leave her forehead bare); then she 
'■ :gan to arrange her pieces of crape as if she were getting 
idy to go, I stooped down, picked up the green ribbon 
her feet and handed it tn hex- 







wnai IS me use or ic nowr sue ssuc^ witiis 
:» ^'You see I am in mourning,” 

I immediately said how sorry I had been t 
fonsieur and Madame Floche^s death and re^ 
f the Baron’s; and as she expressed astonishn 
aving .known her family, I toid her I had sper 
dth them last October. 

“Then why did you pretend not to know ^ 
rere just now?” she rejoined abruptly. 

“I had to find an excuse for speaking to you.' 
Then, without as yet showing my hand tc 
began to teU her of the passionate curiosity ^ 
ept me at La Quartfourche day after day in th' 
leetkig her .and (I did not mention the rnght 
had watched her so indiscreetly) of my regret 
3 go back to Paris without having seen her. 
“’What gave you such a desire to know me? 

SUi#* t\r\ Intrso-iskr to. rrm T InnA 


crn. 
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^^AlasI” I went otij kno'w wiiat a meknclioly fate 
deprived you of your lover that very evening* * , * But 
how did you iearn your loss? Wiuat did you tMnk that 
mglit as you were -waitirig for Mm, prepared to fly? 
What did you do when you saw’ he was not coming?” 

‘^Since you know^ everything,” said she in a heart¬ 
broken voice, ^"you must know that there was ao question 
of my expecting Mm, once I had forewarned Gratiend" 

The dreadful truth came upon me with such a flash of 
intuition that the next ivords broke from me hke a cry: 

"^^What! it wmjm who had Mm Milecl!” 

Dropping the letter, the work-basket and all its con¬ 
tents on to the ground, she buried her face in her hands 
and began to sob desperately* I leant towards her and. 
tried to take one of her hmds in mine* 

"No! You are ungrateful—brutal!” 

My rash exclamation had cut short her confidences 
and hardened her heart against me; I still, rcmaiiied, 
however, sitting in front of her, firmly resolved not to 
leave her till she had explained herself more fuly. Her 
sobs at last subsided; I persuaded her gently that now she 
had said so much, she could not possibly keep silent as 
to the rest, but that a sincere confession 'would not make 
me think ill of her, and nothing she could say would 
grieve me more than a refusal to speak. With her elbows 
on her knees, and her clasped hands Mding her face, tH.s 
is what she told me: 









another in which she might have 
from the mad scheme. But she evaded all the questions 
I put her and kept repeating with tears that she knew 
I should not be able to understand her, that she 
could not explain herself better, but that at the time 
she had felt as little able to repulse her lover 
as to follow him, that fear had paralysed her to 
such an extent that she was physically incapable of 
returning to the lodge; that, besides, at that time of day 
the parents she dreaded so were watching her, which was 
really the reason she had been obliged to have recourse to 
Gratien. 

“Could I imagine he. would take my wild words so 
seriously? I thought he would merely keep him off. . . . 
An hour kter, I was startled by hearing a gunshot in the 
direction of the gates; but my thoughts recoiled from 
such a horrible supposition and I refused to contemplate 















She. stopped for a few moments. 

*^Yoii ^ow now what yon wanted to know. If I were, 
to go on with my story, it wonid be that of another 

1 HI. . .t ... -If-. -.ITaIL.-. 





for me to leave you now. Try to imagine that last autumn, 
when I was staying with your people, the drowsy air of 
La Quartfourche lulled me to sleep, that I fell in love with 
a dream, and that I have .just woken up. Good-bye.” 

A little limping form appeared at the further end of the 
path. 

“Llicre is Casimir, I think. He will be glad to see me.” 

"He is coming here. Wait for him.” 
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^Hie boy came along in little hops; he was carrying a 
rake on liis shoulder. 

‘Tf you wMl allow me^ I will go to meet Mm. It might 
make Mm feci shy to see me with you. Excuse me. . . 
And hurrying over my fareweii$ r.s awkwardly as I wxil 
could, I bowed respectfuily and left her. 

I never saw Isabelle de Saint-Aureoi again and heard 
GOtMng more of her. Yes^ once diough. When I returned 
to La Quartfourche the following autumn, Gratien told 
me that just before the sale of the foxQi,tiire she had been 
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toming the park into grass-land, when an American 
client bought it; I don’t exactly know why, for he never 
returned to the country and leaves the park and chateau 
in the condition you saw. 

As in those days I was far from well ofiF, I meant to 
attend the sale merely as a spectator, but I had been to see 
Casimir that morning, and as I listened to the bidding, I 
was filled with such compunction at the thought of the 
poor little fellow’s plight, that I suddenly resolved to 
settle him on the farm that Gratien had told me he 
wanted to occupy. You didn’t know that it was my 
property? I ran up the bidding almost before I was aware 
of it; it was folly; but the poor child’s melancholy 
pleasure more than recompensed me. 

I spent the Easter holidays and the following summer 
holidays in the little farmhouse with Gratien and Casimir. 
Old hfedame de Saint-Aureol was still living; we had 
managed somehow or other to give her the best room, 
she was now in her dotage, but able to recognize me 
and remember my name more or less: 

“How kind of you. Monsieur de La Casesl How kind or 
you!” she kept repeating, when she first saw me again. 
For she flattered herself that I had come back solely to 
visit her. 

“They are making alterations up at the chiteau. It 
will be very fine!” she said to me confidentially, by way 
of esplaining to me—or to herself—^her change o 
circumstances. 

The day the furniture was put up for sale, she had been 
rolled out of the drawing-room on to the perron steps in 
her big arm-chair; the bailiff had been introduced as a 
celebrated architect who had come from Paris on purpose 
to supervise the building alterations; then Gratien, 
Casimir and Delphine had carried her to the room in the 
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familioiise which she had never left again^ thcngh she 
Miigered on for another three years» 

It was during those first summer hoHdaySj which I 
spent in my farm^ that I made the acquaintance of the 
B/Sj whose eldest daughter I afterwards married* La R., 
wMcia came to us after the death of my parents-in4aw^ is 
not, as you saw, very far from La Qoartfourche; two 
or three times a year I go over and have a talk with 
Gratien and Casimlr. They cultivate their farm very w'ell 
and pay their small rent regularly. That wws where I 
went this afternoon w^hen I left you. 

The. night w^as far advanced by the time Gerard had 
finished teEing us his story. But it w^as nevertheless that 
same night that Jammes wrote his fourth elegy before 
going to sleep—the one that begins: '“Ym asked me 
write m elegy on the desertedpark^ where the great gaks . . 
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THE PASTORAL SYMPHONY 



TO 


JEAN SCHLUMBERGER 





FIRST NOTE^BOOK 


lofA Febrmfy^ i89> . , 

T he snow has been failing continiiottsly for the 
last three days and al the roads are blocked. It has 
been impossible for me to go to R, where I .have been 
in the habit of holding a service twice a month for the 
last fifteen years. This morning not more than thirty of 
my fiock were gathered together in La Brevine chapeL 
I will take advantage of the leisure this enforced 
confinement affords me to think over the past and to set 
down how I came to take charge of Gertrude. 

I proposed to w^ite here the whole history of her 
formation and development, for I seem to have caled up 
out of 'the night her sweet and pious soul for no other 
end but adoration and iove. Blessed be the .Lord for 
having entrusted me with this task! 


Two years and six months ago, I had just driven back 
one afternoon from La Qaaux-de-Fonds, when a little 


girl, who was a stranger to me, came up in a great hurry 
to fetch me to a place about five miles off, where she said 
an old woman lay dying. My horse was stili in the shafts, 
so I made the child get into the carriage, and set off at 


once, after having first provided myself with a lantern, 
as I thought it very likely I should not be able to get back 
before dark. 

I had supposed myself to be perfectly acquainted with 
the whole country-side in the neighbourhood of .my 
parish; but when we had .passed La Saudraie farm, 
the child imde me take a road which I had never 
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TWO SYMPHONIES 

poor, forlorn creature myseif; but after I bad prayed—or, 
to be more accurate, while I was stiM praying on my knees 
between the woman and the little servant girl, who were 
both kneeling too—^it suddenly came upon me that God 
had set a kind of obligation in my path, and that I could 
not shirk it without cowardice. When I rose, I had 
dedded to take the girl away that very evening, though I 
had not actually asked myself what I should do with her 
afterwards, nor into whose charge I should put her. I 
stayed a few moments longer gazing at the old woman's 
sleeping face, with its puckered mouth, looking like a 
miser's purse with strings tightly drawn so as to let 
nothing escape. Then, turning towards the blind girl, 
I told the neigb.bour of my intention. 

, “Yes, it is better she should not be there tomorrow' 
when they come to take the body away,” said she. And 
that vras all. 

Many things would be easily accomplished but for the 
imaginary objections men sometimes take a pleasure in 
inventing. From, our childhood upwards, how often 
have we been prevented from doing one.thing or another 
we should have liked to do, simply by hearing people 
about us repeat: “He won’t be able to! . . 

The blind girl allowed herself to be taken away like a 
lifeless Hock. The features of her face were regular, 
rather fine, but utterly expressionless. I took a blanket off 
the mattress where she must have usually slept, in a 
comer under a staircase that led from the room to the loft. 

The neighbour w^ obliging and helped me to, wrap 
her up carefully, for the night was very clear and chiUy; 
after having lighted the carriage lamp, I started home, 
taking the girl with me. She sat huddled up against me— 
a souless lump of flesh, with no sign of life beyond the 
communication of an obscure warmth. The whole way 
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home I was thinking, '"Is she asleep? And what can this 
black sleep be like? . . « And in what vcaj do her waking 
hours differ from her sleeri"^ Cr But th s darkened body is 
surely tenanted; an imniured sou! is waiting there fnr a 
ray of Thy grace, O Lord, to : vach it* ^Sdit Ihou perhaps 
allow my love to dispel this dreadful darkness? * . A 

I have too much regard for the truth to pass over in 
silence the unpleasant welcome I had to encc.unter on no. 
return home, hfy wife Is a garden cf ad the virtats; and 
in the times of trouble we have sometimes gone thicugh 
I have never for an instant had cause to doubt the stuff 
of wMch her heart is made; but it does not do to take her 
mtural charity by sm-prise. She is an orderly person, 
careful neither to go be^’ond nor to fall short of her duty. 
Even her charity is measured, as though love w^ere not 
an inexhaustible treasure. This is the only point on which 
we differ. . . . 

Her first thoughts, w'hen she saw me bring home the 
poor girl that evening, broke from her in the follow^'ing 
exekmation: 

kind of job have you saddled yourself with 

now?” 

As always happens when we have to come to an 
understanding, I began by telling the children'—who 
were standing round, open-mouthed and full of curiosity 
and surprise—^to leave the room. Ah! how different this 
welcome was from what I could have wished! Only my 
dear little Charlotte began to dance and ckp her hands 
when she understood that something new, something 
alive was coming out o£the carriage. But the others, who 
have been well trained by thek mother, very soon damped 
the cMldk pleasure and made her fal into step* 

There was a moment of great .confusion. And as 
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neither my wife nor the children yet knew that they had 
to do with a blind person, they could not understand the 
extreme care with which I guided her footsteps. I myself 
was disconcerted by the odd moans the poor affficted 
creature began to utter as soon as I iet go her hand, which 
I had held in mine during the whole drive. There was 
nothing human in the sounds she made; they were more 
like the plaintive whines of a puppy. Tom away for the 
first time as she had been from the narrow rotmd of 
customary sensations that had formed her universe, her 
knees now failed her; but when I pushed forward a 
^r, she sank on to the floor in a heap, as if she were 
incapable of sitting down; I now led her up to the fire¬ 
place and she regained her calm a little as soon as she was 
able to crouch down in the same position in which I 
had first seen her beside the old woman’s fire, leaning 
against the chimney-piece. In the carriage, too, she had 
slipped off the seat and spent the whole drive huddled up 
at my feet. My wife, however, whose instinctive im¬ 
pulses arc always the best, came to my help; it is her 
reflection which is constantly at odds with her heart and 
very often gets the better of it. 

“What do you mean to do with that>'’ she asked 
when the girl had settled down. 

I shivered in my soul at this use of the word “that,” 
^d had some difficulty in restraining a movement of 
indignation. As, however, I was still under the spell of 
my long and peaceful meditation, I controlled myself. 
Turning towards the whole party, who were standing 
round in a circle, I placed my hand on the blind girl’s 
head and said as solemnly as I could: 

“I have brought back the lost sheep.” 

But Amdlie will not admit that there can be anything 
unreasonable or super-reasonable in the tearfiing of the 
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Gospel. I saw she was going to obiect, and it was then I 
made a sign tC' Jacques and Sarahs whe^ as they are 
accustomed to our Httlc conjugal differences and mite not 
much Batumi curiosity (not enough. I often trinkh 
the two younger chiidren om of the room. Then, as tru 
wife stiil remained silent and a iittie irritated, I thoughn 
by the intruder's presence: 

“You needn't mind speaking before her/' I said, 
“The poor cMld doesn't understand^ 

Upon this Ameiie began to protest that she had 
absolutely nothing to say—which is her usual prelude to 
the lengthiest expianations—and there was nothing for her 
to do but to submit, as usual, to all my most unpractical 
vagaries, however contrary to custom and good sense 
they might be. I have already said that I had not in the 
least made up my mind what I was going to do with the 
child. It had not occurred to me, or only in the vaguest 
way, that there w^as any possibiity of Mking her .into our 
house permanently, and I may almost say it was AmeMc 
herself who first suggested it to me, by asking whether 
I didn't think “there were enough of us in the house 
already”? Then she declared that I always hurried on 
ahead without taking any thought for those who could 
not keep up with me, tbzt for her part she considered 
five children quite enough and that since the birth of 
Claude (who at that very moment set up a howl from Ms 
cradle, as if he had heard Ms name) she had as much as 
she could put up with and tlmt she couldn't stand any 
more. 

At the beginning of her outburst, some of ^Qarist's 
words rose from my h^rt to my lips; I kept them back, 
however, for I never think it ^co,miiig to alcge the 
authority of the Holy Book as an excuse for my conduct* 
But when she spoke of her fatigue, I was struck with 
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confusion, for I must admit it has more than once 
happened to me to let my wife suiFer from the conse¬ 
quences of my impulsive and inconsiderate zeal. In the 
meantime, however, her recriminations had enlightened 
me as to my duty; I begged Amdie, therefore, as mildly as 
possible, to consider whether she would not have done 
the same in my place and whether she could have possibly 
abandoned a creature who had been so obviously left 
without anyone to help her; I added that I was under no 
illusions as to the extra fatigue the charge of this new 
inmate would add to the cares of the household, and that 
I regretted I was not more often able to help her with 
them. In this way I pacified her as best I could, begging 
her at &e same time not to visit her anger on the innocent 
girl, who had done nothing to deserve it. Then I pointed 
out that Sarah was now old enough to be more of a help 
to her and that Jacques was no longer in need of her 
care. In short, God put into my mouth the right words 
to help her to accept what I am sure she would have 
unden^en of her own accord, if the circumstances had 
given her time to reflect and if I had not forestalled her 
deasion without consulting her. 

I bought the cause was almost gained, and my dear 
^elie was already approaching Gertrude with the 
kindest intentions; but her irritation suddenly b l az ed up 
agam higher than ever when, on taking up the lamp to 
look at the child more closely, she discovered her to be 
111 a state of unspeakable dirt, 

brush yourself 

j shake your clothes outside. 

Oh de^ Oh dear! The children will be covered with 
them. :aere s nothing in the world I hate so much as 
vermin.” 

It cannot be denied thot the 


poor child was crawling 
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uitii them; and I ccmd oo. prevent ** feeling cf disgust 
as I thought how dost I had kept her to me doting o>ur 
long drive. 

WTieG I came back a few rrinutes Iiter^ having cleaned 
myself as best I could, I found my wife had sunk into an 
arm-chair and with her head in her hands was giving wav 
to a fit of sobbing. 

“I did not mean to put your fortitude to such a testf’ 
I said tenderly. “In any case it is late to-night and too 
dark to do anything. I will sit up and keep the fire in and 
the child can sleep beside it. To-morrow wq wiil cut her 
hair and clean her properly. You need not attend to her 
nntii you have got over your repugnancef ’ And I begged 
her not to say anything to the children» 

It was supper-time. My protegee, at whom our old 
Rosalie cast many a scow'ling glance as she waited on us, 
greedily devoured the plateful of soup I handed her. 
The meal was silent. I should have Iked to talk to the 
children and to have touched their hearts by making them 
understand and fee! the strangeness of such a condition of 
total deprivation. I should have liked to rouse their pity, 
their sympadiy for the guest God had sent us; but I was 
afraid of reviving Amelie^s irritation. It seemed as though 
the word imd been passed to take no notice of what had 
happened and to forget ail about it, though, certainly not 
one of us can have been thinking of anything else.* 

I was extremely touched when, more than an. hour 
after everyone had go.ne to bed and Amelie had left me, 
I saw my little Qaarlotte steal, gently through the half- 
open door in her nightdress and bare feet; she flung her 
arms round my neck and hugge.d me fiercely. 

“I didn't say good-night to j^ou properly/' she mur¬ 
mured. 

•Then, pointing with her little forefinger to the blind 
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reserved . . . One thinks them tender-hearted, when 
really they are only coaxing and wheedling one.” 


Februarj z-jtb. 

The snow fell heavily again last night. The children 
are delighted, because they say we shall soon be obliged 
to go out by the windows. It is a feet that this morning 
the front door is blocked and the only way out is by the 
wash-house. Yesterday I made sure the village was 
sufficiently provisioned, for we sfiaU doubtless remain 
cut off from the rest of ffie world for some timp to come. 
This is not the first winter we have been snowbound, but 
I cannot remember ever having seen so thick a M. I 
take advantage of it to go on with the tale I began 
yesterday. 

I have said that when I first brought home this afflicted 
child I had not clearly thought out what place she would 
take in our household. I knew the limits of my wife’s 
powers of endurance; I knew the size of our house and 
the smallness of our income. I had acted, as usual, in 
the way that was natural to me, quite as much as on 
principle, and without for a moment calculating the 
expeiKe into which my impulse might land me—a 
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procccdiri^Y I hiva'^its corAiUTv ic* if.c Gc'^- 

pels’ teac f'r_ 

God and quite arxither to skirt them on to other ocorle, 
I soon I !"aJ a^a a ntsoo" b^rJen ‘jO himiGtk 
shoulders—so heavy mat at first I fe:t strack with shame, 

I Helped her as best I could to cut the litde cyri’s hair, 
and I saw that she did even that with disgust. But when 
it came to wasliing and cleaning her, I was obliged to 
leave it to my wife; and I realized that I perforce escaped 
the heaviest and most disagreeable tasks. 

For the rest, Amehe ceased to make the slightest 
objection. She seemed to have thought things o%xr during 
the night and resigned herself to hex new duties; she even 
seemed to take some pleasure in them and I saw her 
smile when she had finished washing and dressing 
Gertrude. After her head had been shaved and I had 
rubbed it with ointment^ a w'hite cap was put on her; 
some of Sarah’s old clothes and some clean linen took 
the place of the wretched rags Am^iie threw into the 
fire. The name of Gertrude was chosen by Charlotte and 
immediately adopted by us, all, ki our ignorance of her 
real name, which the orphan girl herself was una’ware of, 
and wHch I did not know how to .find out. She must 
have been a little younger than Sarah, w'hosc last 
yearns clothes fitted hen 

I must here confess the profound and overwhelming 
disappointment I felt during the, first days. I had certainly 
built up a whole romance for myself on the subject of 
Gertmde^s education, and the reality was a cruel disilu- 
sion. The indifference,, the apathy of her countemnee, 
or rather its total lack of expression froze my good 
intentions at their very source. She sat aH day long by the 
fireside, see,miagiy on the defensive, md as soon she 
heard our voices, stil more when wc aiine near her, her 
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features appeared to harden; from being expressionless 
they became hostile; if anyone tried to attract her atten¬ 
tion, she began to groan and grunt like an animal. This 
sulkiness only left her at meal-times. I helped her myself 
and she flung herself on her food with a kind of bestial 
avidity which was most distressing to witness. And as 
love responds to love, so a feeling of aversion crept over 
me at this obstinate withholding of her soul. Yes, truly, 
I confess that at the end of the first ten days I had beeun 
to despair, and my interest in her was even so far dim¬ 
inished that I almost regretted my first impulse and wished 
I had never brought her home with me. And the absurd 
thing was that Amelie, being not unnaturally a little 
triumphant over feelings I was really unable to hide 
from her, seemed aU the more lavish of care and 
now that she saw Oertrude was becoming a burden to 
me, and that I felt her presence among us as a mortifica¬ 
tion. 

This was how matters stood when I received a visit 
from my friend, Dr. Martins of Val Travers, in the 
course of one of his rounds. He was very much interested 
by what I told him of Gertrude’s conition and was at 
first greatly astonished she should be so backward, 
considering her only infirmity was blindness; but I 
explained that in addition to this she had had to sufier 
from the deafness of the old woman who was her sole 
guardian and who never spoke to her, so that the poor 
child had been utterly neglected. He persuaded me that 
in that case I was wrong to despair, but that I was not 
employing the proper method. 

“You are trying to bmld,” he said, “before making 
sure of your foundations. You must reflect that her whole 
mind is in a state of chaos and that even its first linea¬ 
ments are as yet unformed. The first thing to be done is 
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to make her connect together one or tw-'t senjatio-ns of 
touch and taste and attach a sonnd to thtrn-~-a av'^rd— 
to seti^e as a kind of label Tb:s rou roust roroat onr ar f 
over again indefatigable d.rd then tr^ and rt o:r t“ sav 
it after you. 

“Above ailj don't go too quick'"; take he' u: rerul.r 
hours and never for verv long a: a t me, . . , 

“For the rest, this mAmdy'' he aiicd, ahm hving 
described it to me minately, ^itas rmthmo rammulirl* 
magic about it, I did not invent it ana ether ootr... have 
applied it. Don’t you remember in the phii'Cfoply class 
at school, our professors toM us of an analog eus caw 
apropos of Condillac and his animated statue . .. urfessA 
he corrected himself, “I read it larsr in a psuchoiogicai 
review . , . never mind; I was much struck by it and i 
even remember the name of the poor girl, who was sdl 
more afflicted than, Gertrude, tor she was a deaf-mute as 
well as blind. She was discovered somewhere in England 
towards the middle of last cenvury by a doctor who 
devoted Mmseif to educating her. Her name was Laura 
Bridgeman. The doctor kept a iournal, as you ought to 
do, of the child's progress—or rather, in the first place, 
of Ms efforts to instruct her. For days and weeks he went 
on, first m,akiGg her feel aitemateiy two little objects, a 
pin and a pen, and then putting her fingers on me tw^o 
■words *pin' and ^pen^ written in a Braiiie book for the 
blind. For w’-eeks and weeks there wras no result. Her 
body seemed quite vacant. He did not lose courage, 
however. T felt like a person/ says he, icaning over the 
edge of a deep dark well and desperately dangling a rope 
in the hopes a hand would catch hold of itk For he did 
not for one moment doubt that someone was there at the 
bottom of the well and that in the end the rope w'oifid be 
caught hold o£ And one day, at last, he saw Laura’s 
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impassive face Mglit up with a kind of smile. I can wel 
beMeve that' tears of love and gratitude sprang to his 
eyes and that he straightway fell on Ms knees and gave 

thanks to God. Laura had understood at last what it was 
the doctor wanted. She was saved! From that day forward 
she was all attention; her progress was rapid; she was soon 
able to learn by herself and eventually became the fiea d of 
an institution for the blind—^unless that was some other 
person—for there have been other cases recently which 
the reviews and newspapers have been full of; they were 
ali astonished—^rather foolishly, in my opinion—that 
such creatures should be happy. For it is a fact all 
&ese walled-up prisoners were happy, and as soon as 
they were able to express anything, it was their happiness 
they spoke of. The journalists of course went into 
ecstasies and pointed the ‘moral’ for people who 
enjoy’ all their five senses and yet have the audacity to 
complain...” ^ 

Here an argument arose between Martins and me, for 
I objected to his pessimism and could not allow what he 
seemed to infer—^that our senses serve in the long run 
only to make us miserable. 

“That’s not what I meant,” he protested; “I merely 
wanted to say—first, that man’s spirit imagines beauty, 
comfort and harmony more easily and gladly than 
It can the disorder and sin which everywhere tarnish, 
s^, degrade and mar this world—and further’ 

at ^s state of things is revealed to us by our senses, 
which also help us to contribute to it. So rha r I feel 
mcKned to put Ae word? ‘ji sm mala nescient’ after Virgil’s 
Fortunatos nimium,’ instead of ‘si sm bona norinf as we 
Me taught. How happy men would be if they knew noth¬ 
ing of evil!” 

Then he told me of one of Dickens’s stories—which 
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te thinks was directly inspired by lanra BriiKr-nr/s 
case; he promised to send it to me, and four davs late*-1 
received The Cncket on the Hearih, whi-^n I read w.tr. .r.c 
greatest pleasure. It is a rather ieapth'" but at ttmei verv 
touching tale of a iittie _ blind-girl mamtained *by her 
father, a poor toy-maker, in an iiiasory world of comfort, 
wealth and happiness. Dickens exerts a!i his art in repre¬ 
senting this deception as an act of piety, but, 
Heaven, I shall not nave to make use lof anv such raise- 
hood with Gertrude. 


The day after Martins’ visit, I began to put his method 
into practice with all the application I was capable of. 
I am sorry now I did not take notes, as he advised, of 
Gertrude’s first steps along the twilit path where I myself 
at first was but a groping guide. During the first weeks 
more patience was needed than can well be believed, 
not only because of the amount of time an education of 
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ail! . . And she remained stubbornly convinced that 
my w-ork was labour lost; so that naturally she thought it 
wrong of me to devote the time to Gertrude’s education 
which she always declared would have been better 
employed othcrvise. And whenever I was occupied with 
Gertrude, she managed to make out that I was wanted 
at that moment for someone or something else, and that 
I was giving her time that ought to have been given to 
others. In fact, I think she felt a kind of maternal 
jealousy, for she more than once said to me; “You never 

took so much pains with any of your own children,”_ 

which was true; for though I am very fond of my children, 

I We never thought it my business to take much pains 
with them. 

It has often been my experience that the parable of the 
lost sheep is one of the most difficult of acceptance for 
certain people, who yet believe themselves to be pro¬ 
foundly Christian at heart. That each single sheep of the 
flock should be in turn more precious in the eyes of the 
shepherd than the rest of the flock as a whole, is beyond 
^^d above their power of conception. And the words. 
If a man have a hundred sheep and one of them be 
gone astray, doth he not leave the ninety and nine and 
goeth into the mountaias and seeketh that which is 
gone astray”—^words aU aglow with charity, such persons 
would, if they dared speak frankly, declare to be abom¬ 
inably unjust. 

Gertrude s first smiles consoled me for everything and 
repaid me for my pains a hundred-fold. For “and if so be 
that he find it, verily I say imto you, he rejoiceth more of 
that sheep, than of the ninety and nine which went not 
astray. Yes, verily, the smile that dawned for me one 
morning on that marble face of hers, when she 
suddenly touched to understanding and interest by what 
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I had been trying for so many days to teach her, £c - ..ed 
my heart with a more sexapmc joy tnan was eve^ given 
me by any child of my own. 

-If.-r.-r s.v. 

I noted this date as if it had been a birthday. It ■was not 
so much a smile as a transdgaration. Her features dashed 
into life—a sudden iiiuminadon, like the cri.mson slow 

that precedes ia tke High .\ips, fnriiirxg iie srlo';;-/ 
peak on wMcli it iights and caldr.g it up out of darkness- 
such a flood it seemed^ of mystic colour: and I thought too 
of the pooi of Bethesda at the moment the angei descends 
to stir^ the slumbering water. A kind of ecstasy raot me 
at sight of the angelic expression that came otct 
Gertmde^s face so suddeniy, for it was clear to me that 
this heavenly visitor was not so much inteliigeace as 
love. And in a very transport of gratitude I kissed her 
forehead and felt that I was ofFering thanks to God. 

The progress she made after this was as rapid as the 
first steps had been slown It is only vdth an effort that I 
can now recall our maoner of proceeding; it seemed to me 
sometimes that Gertrude advanced by leaps and bounds, 
as though in defiance of all method. I can remember 
that at first I dwelt more on the qualities of objects than 
on their variety—hot, cold, sweet, bitter, rough, soft, 
light; and. then on actions—to pick, up, to put dowm, to 
remove, to approach, to tie, to cross, to assemble, to 
disperse, etc.., . And very soon I abandoned all attempt 
at method and began to talk to her without troubling 
much as to whether her mind was always able to follo'w 
me; but I went slowly, inviting, and provoking her 
questions as she seemed incHned. Certainlv her mind 
was at work during the hours I left her to herself; for 


125 




TWO SYMPHONIES 


every time I came back to her after an absence, it was to 
End with fresh surprise that the wal of darkness that 
separateci us had grown less thick* After all, I said to 
myself, it is so that the warmth of the air and the in¬ 
sistence of spring gradually triumph over winter* How 
often have I wondered at the melting of the snow; its 
white cloak seems to wear thin from underneath, while to 
aE appearance it remains unchanged. Every winter 
Am 61 ie falls into the trap: “The snow is as thick as ever,” 
she declares. And indeed it stili seems so, when ah at 
once there comes a break and suddenly, in patches here 
and there, life once more shows through. 

Fearing that Gertrude might become peaky if she 
continued to sit beside the fire like an old woman, I 
began to make her go out. But she refused to do this 
unless she held my arm. I realised from her surprise and 
fear when she first left the house, and before she was 
able to teE me so in words, that she had never as yet 
ventured out of doors. In the cottage where I had found 
her no one had cared for her further than to give her food 
and prevent her from dying—for I cannot say that any¬ 
one helped her to live. Her little universe of darkness 
was bounded by the walls of the single room she never 
left; she scarcely ventured on summer days as far as the 
threshold, when the door stood open to the great universe 
of light. She told me later that when she heard the birds’ 
song she used to suppose it was simply the effect of light, 
like the gentle warmth which she felt on her cheeks and 
hands, and that, without precisely thinking about it, it 
seemed to her quite natural that the warm air should 
begin to sing, just as the water begins to boil on the fire* 
The truth is she did not trouble to think; she took no 
interest in anything and lived in a state of frozen numb¬ 
ness til the day I took charge of her. I' remember her 
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came from living creatures, whose sole function, appar¬ 
ently, was to express the joj that lies broadcast througii- 
out ail nature. (It was from that day that she began to siy, 
am as joyful as a bird,”) And yet the idea that these 
songs proclaim the splendours of a spectade she could 
not behold had begun by making her mdincholy. 

‘'‘Is the world really as beautiful as the birds say?” 
she would ask. "'Why do people not ted us so ofteaet? 

do jw never teii me so? Is it for fear of grieving me 
because I cannot see it? That would be wrong. I Esteo 
so attentively to the birds; I tMnk I understand every¬ 
thing they say.” 

“People who can see do not hear them as well as you 
do, my Gertrade,” I said, hoping to co:iiifort her. 
""Why don’t other .animals sing?” she went on.. Some¬ 


times her questions surprised me and left me pe.rp!exed 
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Braille alphabet myself; but she was soon- able to read 
much quicker tlmn I could; I had some difficulty in 
deciphering the writings and besides found it easier to 
follow with my eyes than wdth my fingers. For that matter, 
I W 2 .S not the only one to give her lessons. And at first 
I wzs glad to be helped in tMs respect, for I have a great 
deal to do in the parish, the houses being so wddely 
scattered that my visits to the poor and the sick sometimes 
oblige me to go far afield. Jacques had managed to break 
his arm w’hiie skating during the Christmas holidays, 
wffiich he was spendiiig wdtli os; for during term time he 
goes to Lausanne, wdiere he received his early education, 
and where he is studying at the Faculty of Theology. The 
fracture wms not serious and MartMs, wffiom I at once 
sent for, was easily able to set it without the help of a 
surgeon; but it was considered advisable for Jacques to 
keep indoors for some time. He now suddenly began to 
take an interest in Gertmde, to whom he had hitherto 
paid no attention, and occupied himself with helping me 
to teach her to read. His assistance only lasted the time of 
Ms convalescence—about three wrecks—but during 
those weeks Gertrude's progress was very marked. She 
was now fixed with extraordinary zeal. Her young in- 
teEigence, but yesterday so benumbed and torpid, its first 
steps hardly taken and scarcely able to walk, seemed now 
already preparing to run. I wondered at the ease w-ith 
wHch she succeeded in formulating her thoughts and at 
the rapidity with wMch she learnt to express herself— 
not childishly, but at once correctly, conveying her ideas 
by the help of images, taken in the most delightful and, 
unexpected way from the objects we had just taught her 
to recognize, or from others we described to her, when we 
could not actuaEy put them witMn her grasp; for she 
always used things she could touch or feel in order to 

, 128 , 









TWO SYMPHOXITS 

explain wliat was berond her reach, after die method of 
iand-sunxyors measuring distances. 

But I think it is unnecessary to note here all the arst 
Steps ot her education, douDUsss tnc same in the earh 
education of aii blind people* I suppose too that in each 
case the teacher must have been plunged into a similar 
perplexity by the question of coiours* ''And this subject 
ied me to tlie reflection that there is nowhere anT mention 
Ox colours in the Gospels*) I do not know how^ other 
people set about it; for my part, I began b? mmkg the 
coioufs of the prism to heria the order in which they occur 
in the rainbow; but then a coafiision immediatciy set 
up in her mind between colour and brightness; and I 
reaiiaed that her imagiiaatioii was unabie to draw any 
distinction between the qmlitj of the shade and what 
painters, I believe, cal its "'vakeJ' She had the greatest 
difficulty in understaiiciiiig that every colour in its turn 
might be more or less dark and that they might be mixed 
one with the other to an iicJliiiited extent* It puzzled her 
exceedingly, and she came back to the subject again and 
again. 

About this' time the opportunity was given me of 
taking her to a concert at Meuchatel. The part played by 
each instrument in the symphony suggested to me the 
idea of recurring to this question of colours. I bade 
Gertrude observe the different resonances of the brasses, 
the strings and the. wood instmments, and that each of 
them was able in its. own way to produce the whole series 
of sounds, from the lowest to the highest, with varying 
intensity. I asked her to imagine the colours of nature in 
the same way—^the reds and oranges analogous to the 
sounds of the horns and trombones; the yellows and 
greens like those of the violins, keiios and double basses: 
the violets and blues suggested by the ckrinets and oboes* 
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A sort of inner rapture now took the place of all her 
doubts and uncertainties. 

"How beautiful it must be!” she kept on repeating. 

Then suddenly she added, “But the white? I can’t 
understand now what the white can be like.” 

And I at once saw how insecure my comparison was. 

“White,” I tried however to explain, “is the extreme 
treble limit where aU the tones are blended into one, just 
as black is the bass or dark limit.” 

But this did not satisfy me any more than it did her; 
and she pointed out at once that the wood instruments, 
the brasses and the violins remain distinct in the bass as 
well as in the treble parts. How often I have been obliged 
to remain puzzled and silent, as I did then, searching 
about for some comparison I might appeal to. 

“Well,” said I at last, “imagine white as something 
absolutely pure, something in which colour no longer 
exists, but only light; and black, on the contrary, some¬ 
thing so full of colour that it has become dark ...” 

I recall this fragment of dialogue merely as an example 
of the difficulties which I encountered only too often. 
Gertrude had this good point, that she never pretended to 
understand, as so many people do, thus filling their minds 
with inaccurate or false statements, which in the end 
vitiate ail their reasoning. So long as she could not form 
a clear idea of any notion, it remained a cause of anxiety 
and discomfort to her. 

As regards what I have just related, the difficulty was 
increased by the fact that the notion of light and that of 
heat began by being closely associated with each other 
in her mind, and I had the greatest trouble afterwards in 
disconnecting them. 

Thus, through these experiments wdth her, it was 
constantly brought home to me how greatly the visual 
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world ■differs from the world i. aoi tdi: ..r/' 

comparison between the tno mnst : .*r : 

one* 


February. zQAr. 

^ j' ' 

I im¥e been so foU of my cotnoarisons that I have nor 
yet said what immense pleasure the Xeucfcitei concert 
gave Gertrude* It was actually the 
that was being pkyedi I say as^mlh because^, as will be 
easily understood.^ there is no work I could have mors 
wished her to heat. For a long time after wt had ieft the 
concert-room.,, Gertrude remained silent, as though lost 
in ecstasy. 

"'Is what you see really as beautifol as that?” she asked 
at ,kst. 

“As beautifiii as w’hat, dear cMH?” 

“As that "scene on the bank of a stream?” 

I did not answer at once, for I was reflecting that those 
ineffable harmomes painted the world as it might have 
been, as it ■wO'Uid be without evil and without sin, rather 
than the world as it really was. And I had never yet 
ventured to speak to Gertrude of evil and sin and 
death. 

“Those who have eyes,” I said at last, “do not know 
their happiness.” 

“But I who have not,” she cried, “J know the happiness • 
of hearing/'' 

She pressed up a^inst me as she walked and hung on to 
my arm in the way small cMldren do. 

“Pastor, do you feel how^ bappy I am? No, no, I 
don^'t say so to please you. Look at me, Can^'t you see on 
people’s faces whether they are speaking the truth? I 
always know by their voices. Do you remember the day 
you answered me that you weren’t crying, when my 
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aunt” (tkat is wiiat ske called my wife) ^%ad feproached 
you with being no help to her? And I cried out, Tastor, 
that’s not tmel’ Oh^ I felt at once from your voice that 
you weren't telling me the truth; there was no need for 
me to feei your cheeks to know that you had been crying,” 
And she repeated very loud: "'"'No, there was no need for 
me to feel your cheeks”—^wHch made me turn red, for 
we were stiU in the town and the passers-by turned round 
to look at us. She went on, however: 

“You mustn^t try to deceive me, you know. First of al 
because it would be very mean to try to deceive a blind 
person ... and then^ because ?ou wouldn^t succeed.” she 








oTcr I corisfderei :t perfect/: iccncte-fiir'' that 
be informed of it Herself, 

“^Snat can it matter to yon?” I said. 

I arn anxious , » sne ment on, '^*1 am inxioos to 
know whetlier I do no: . , . iio v’ shal: I notrnske 
too mucHi cf a dnoord In the symphonn cite 

should I ask, paster?” 

'“It is not a pastor’s business :o corxern rdmself witn 
the beauty of people’s faces/' shd I, defeniinu moseifas 
best I could, 

‘%Thy not?” 

“Because the beauty of their souis suffices Mm/'’ 

“You had rather I thought myself ugly/’ was her 
reply with a chanTung pout; so that, giving up the 
struggle, I exekimed: 

“Gertrude, you know quite well you are pretty.” 

She was silent and her face took on an e^xpressioo of 
great gravity which did not leave her until wc got 
home. 

On our return Amffie at once managed to make me 
feci she disapproved of the way I had been spending my 
day. She might have told me so before; but she had let 
Gertrude and me start without a word^ according to her 
habit of letting people do' things and of reserving to 
herself the right to blame them afterwards. For that 
matter, she did not actually reproach me; but her very 
silence was accusing; for surely it would have been 
natural to have inquired what we had heard, since she 
knew I was takiiig Gertrude to the concert, %^ould not 
the child’s pleasure have been increased if she had felt 
that the smallest interest had been taken in it? But Am6iie 
■did not remain entirely, silent— -she merely seemed to put 
a sort of affectation into avoiding anv but the most 
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srent topics; and it was not tiU everiiiig, 
ones had gone to bed^ and after I had as' 


ion do tnings tor ner yon wouia never nav 
for any of your own children*” 

So it was always the same grievance, and thi 
refusal to understand that the feast is prepared : 


5 to us— 

e read in the parable* It grieved me too 
Dok no account of Gertrude’s infirmitv 
L who CO 


s reDroacn was 


did not care for music, so that even if she had ail the 
time in the world, it would never enter her head to 


a in mine, i Mted it to my race, lou see, i said, 
's time I am not crying,” 

No,” answered she, trying to smile, ^^this time it. is 
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The only pleasure I can give Amalie is to retrain from 
doing the tMngs she dislikes. These very negative vgo: 
of love are the only ones she allows me. The degree to 
which she has akeady narrowed my life is a thing she 
cannot realke* Oh, w’oulci to Heaven she would demand 
sometMng difficiiit of me! How gladly I would undertake 
a rash-—dangerous task for her! But she seems to have n 
repugnance for evemMiig that is net usual; so that fc"ir 
her, progress in life consists merely in adding like days to 
Ike days. She does not desire—^she vrill not even accept 
—^any new virtue, nor even an increase of the old ones* 
When it is not with disapproval, it is with mistrust that 
she views eve.ry effort of the soul to find in Christianity 
sometMng other than the domestication of our 
instincts. 

I must confess that I entirely forgot, that afternoon at 
NeucMtei, to go and pay our haberdasherk biH and to 
bring her back some reels of cotton she v/anted. But I vras 
more vexed with myself for tMs than she could have 
been; especially as I had been quite deterndned not to 
forget her commissioiis, being very we! aware that 
that is faithful in diat which is least is faithful also in 
much,” and being afmid too of the conclusions she might 
draw from my forgetfulness. I should even have been 
glad if she had reproached me with it,, for I certaiiily 
deserved reproaches. But, as often happens, the imaginary 
grievance outweighed the definite char^. Ahl how 
beautiful life would be and how bearable our wretched¬ 
ness if we were content with, real, evils, without opening 
the doors to the phantoms and monsters of our imagina¬ 
tion. . . . But I am straying here..into observations tlmt 
would do better as the subject of a sermon:—(Luke xii. 
29: “Neither be ye of doubtful mind”). It is the Mstory 
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of Gertrude’s intellectual and moral development that I 
purposed tracing here and I must now return to it. 

I had hoped to follow its course step by step in this 
book and had begun to tell the story in detail. Not only, 
however, do I lack time to note all its phases with minute¬ 
ness, but I find it extremely difficult at the present moment 
to remember their exact sequence. Carried away by my 
tale, I began by setting down remarks of Gertrude’s 
and conversations with her that are far more recent; a 
person reading these pages would no doubt be astonished 
at hearing her express herself .so justly and reason so 
judiciously in such a little while. The fact is her progress 
was amM;ingly rapid; I often wondered at the promptness 
with which her mind fastened on the inteUectuai food I 
offered it, and indeed on everything it could catch hold of, 
absorbing it ail by a constant process of assimilation and 
maturation. The way in which she forestalled my thoughts 
and outstripped them was a continual surprise to me, and 
often from one lesson to another I ceased to recognize my 
pupil. 

At the end of a very few months there was no appear¬ 
ance of her intelligence having lain dormant for so long. 
Even at this early stage she showed more sense and 
judgment than the generality of young girls, distracted 
as they are by the outside world and prevented from 
giving their best attention by a multitude of futile pre¬ 
occupations. She was, moreover, a good deal older, I 
think, than we had at first supposed. Indeed it seemed as 
though she were determined to profit by her blindness, 
so that I actually wondered whether this infirmity was 
not in many ways an advantage. In spite of myself I 
compared her to Charlotte, so easily distracted by the 
veriest trifles, so that many a time while hearing the 
child her lessons, as I sometimes did. I found 
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tHrpiog, '"Deor o'::; How n::ch better obw w:.£i o too 
if orfy she cciix rxt szwl'* 

Xee-diess to say, Gcrtrode was a verv eaocr Ti-tzt:\ 
but as I wished as Hr ss pu.w'ble !:> bceo *o tousb ootb 
the deveioputeot of her :rsod, I preferred bet rxt to 
too much-—or at any rate r:ot much without me—aud 
especiaHy cot the Bible—which may seem verr strarow 
for a Protestant* I will explain mystw but before touthmu 
on a cyaestion so important, I wisle to relate a small 
circumstance which :s connected wirh music and which 
should be placed, as far as I can remember, shortly after 
the concert at Xenchitel 

Yes, the concert, I •think, took place three w*eeks before 
the summer holidays wMch brought Jacques home* la 
the meantime I had often sat with Gettmde at the Httle 
harmonium of our chapel wMch is usuaHy played by 
Mile de k M « . *, with ■whom Gertrude is at present 
staying* Louise-de k M » * . had not yet begun to give 
Gertrude music lessons. Notwithstan'ding my love of 
music, I do not know much about it, and i felt very iittie 
able to teach her anything when I sat beside her at the 
keyboard. 

“No,” she had said after the first gropings, “you had 
better leave me. I had rather try by myself*” 

And I left her all the more wilEngly that the chapel 
did not seem to me a proper place in vrHch to be shut up 
alone with her, as much out of respect for the sanctity 
of the place as for fear of gossip—^though as a rule I 
endeavour to disregard it; in this case, however, it is a 
matter that concerns not only me but her. So w^hca a 
round of visits called me in that direction, I would take 
her to the church and leave her there, often for long Lnurt 
together, and then would fetch her away on my rerma. an 
this way she spent her time patieiitly hunting out 




harmomes, and I would find her again towa 
pondering over some concord of sounds 
plunged her into a long ecstasy* 

On one of the first days of August, barel 
six months ago, it so happened that I had gc 
poor widow in need of consolation, and ha 
her in. I therefore returned at once to fetch G< 
the church where I had left her; she was n 
me back so soon, and I was extremely surp: 

Jacques with her. Neither of them heard r 
for the little noise I made was covered by the 
organ. It is not in my nature to play the spy, but every¬ 
thing that touches Gertrude touches me; so stepping as 












TWO SYMPHONIES 


“Verf well,” she answered in the most oatTral tone; 

hao’e really made seme progress to-dajd* 

A great sadness filled my hart, but we neither of us 
made any allusion to the episode I have fust desetibeu. 

I was impatient to find myself alone wifi: Jaccues, 
My wife, Gertrude and the children used as a mis to go :o 
bed early after supper, wMie 'we two sat cn kte over our 
studies. I was waiting for this moment. But before speak¬ 
ing to him, I felt my heart bursting with such a mixture c f 
feeHngs that I could not—or dared not—begin on the 
subject that was tormenting me. And it was he who 
abruptly broke the silerxe by annoimcmg Ms intention 
of spending the rest of the holidays with us. Now a few 
days earlier he had spoken to us about a tour he wanted 
to make in the high Alps—a plan my wife and I heardiy 
approved of; I knew Ms friend T . . .j who was to be Ms 
travelling companion, was counting on Mm; it w^as 
therefore quite obvious to me that tMs sudden change ot 
plan was not unconiiected with the scene I had just 
witnessed. I was at first stirred by violent indlgnadoiij 
but was afraid to give way to it lest it should put an end 
to my sofik confidence altogether; I wras afraid too of 
pronouncing wiords I should afterwards regret; so 
making a great effort over myself, I said as naturally as I 
could: 

'*^1 thought T.«. was coimtiiig on you/’ 

"‘Oh/’ he answered, "not absolutely, and besides he 
will have no difficulty in finding someone else to go with 
Mm. I gan rest here quite as weU .as in the Oberknd, and I 
realy thmh 1 can .spend my time letter than mountain¬ 
eering.” 

"In fact/’ I said, "you have found something to occupy 
you at home/’ 

He noticed some irony in the tone of my vo.i.ce and' 
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looked at ne, bat being unable as yet to guess the motive 
of it, wenc Oii unconcernediv; 

“You know I have always liked reading better thari 
climbing.” 

“Yes, my dear boy,” said I, returning his glance with 
one as searching; “but are not lessons in harmonium 
playing even more attractive than reading?” 

No doubt he felt himself blush, for he put his hand to 
his forehead, as though to shade his eyes from the lamp¬ 
light, but he recovered himself almost immediately, and 
went on in a voice I could have wished less steady: 

“Do not blame me too much. Father. I did not mean to 
hide anything from you and you have only forestalled by 
a very little the confession I was preparing to makp you.” 

He spoke deliberately, as if he were reading the words 
out of a book, finishing his sentences with as much calm 
as if it were a matter in which he had no concern. Ihe 
extraordinary self-possession he showed brought my 
exasperation to a climax. Feeling that I was about to 
interrupt him, he raised his hand, as much as to say, “No, 
you can speak afterwards; let me finish first.” But I 
seized his arm and shook it. 

“Oh,” I exclaimed impetuously, “I would rather never 
see you again than have you trouble the purity of 
Gertrude’s soul. I don’t want your confessions! To abuse 
infirmity, innocence, candour! What abominable cowar¬ 
dice! I should never have thought you capable of it. 
And to speak of it with such cold-blooded unconcern! 

. . . Understand me; it is I who have charge of Gertrude 
and I wiE not suffer you to speak to her, to touch her, to 
see her for one single day more.” 

“But, Father,” he went on as calmly as ever, driving 
me almost beside myself, “you may be sure that I respect 
Gertrude as much as you do. Ic ou are making a strange 
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mistake if j'ou tliiiik there is anytHs'S reoreheosible— 
I don't say in my*'conduct—bm iCx mv mtcrt; jc: ir:o m 
mj secret heart. I iove Get trade and resytc* itrr 1 
tell yon, as much as I iove her. The :de?4 nf troub^^nu her, 
of abusing her innocence is as abominable to me^as to 
you.” 

Then he protested that what he v% anted was to be her 
help, her friend, her husband: tnat he had thoue'^'t he 
ought not to speak to me about it until f c and made u? 
Ms mind to marr}* her; that Gertrude herself did not know 
of Ms intention and that he had wmnred to speak to me 
about it .first, 

‘*TMs is the confession I had to make to you/’ he 
wound up; '""and I have nothing else to confess, beMcvc 
me. 

These words filled me with, stupor. As I hsteaed, 
I felt my temples throbbing. I had been prepared with 
notMng but reproacliss, and the fewer grounds he gave 
me for indignation the more at a loss I felt^ so that at the 
ejad of Ms speech I had GotM,iig left to say. 

""Let us go to bed/' I said at last, after some moments 
of silence. “To-morrow I will tel you what I think about 

“Teil me at .any rate that you aren't stil angry with 
me.” 

"T .must have the .night to tM,.ak it over.” 

’^Tien I saw Jacques again the next motning, I seemed 
to be looking at Mm for the,first time. I suddenly realized 
that my son w^as no longer a cMld but a young man: so 
long as I thought of Mm as a cMid, the love wMcii I 
had accidentally discovered might appear moasrrous, I 
had passed the whole night persuading myself timt on the 
contrary it was perfectly natural and normal. Why was it 
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that my dissatisfaction only became keener still? It was 
not till later that this became clear to me. In the mean¬ 
time I had to speak to Jacques and tell him my decision. 
Now an instinct as sure as the voice of conscience warned 
me that this marriage must be prevented at all costs. 

I took Jacques down to the bottom of the garden. 

“Have you said anything to Gertrude?” I began by 
asking him. 

“No,” he answered; “perhaps she feels I love her, but 
I have not yet told her so.” 

rhen you must promise me not to speak of it vet 
awhile.” 

“I am determined to obey you. Father; but mayn’t I 
know your reasons?” 

I hesitated to give them, feeling doubtful whether 
those that first came into my mind were the wisest to 
put forward. To tell the truth, conscience rather than 

reasoa dictated my conduct. 

“Gertrude is too young,” I said at last. “You must 
refiect that she has not yet been confirmed. You know she 
was unhappily not hke other children and did not begin 
to develop till very late. She is so trustful that she 
would no doubt be only too easily touched by the first 
words of love she heard. And that is why it is of im¬ 
portance not to say them. Your feelings, you say, are in 
no way reprehensible; I say they are wrong because they 
are premature. It is our duty to be prudent for Gertrude 
till she is able to be prudent for herself. It is a matter of 
conscience.” 

Jacques has one excellent point—^that the simple 
words I often used to him as a child: “I appeal to your 
conscience,” have always been suiEcient to check him 
MeanwMe, as I looked at him, I thought that if Gertrude 
were able to see, she could not fail to admim the tall 
















TWO SYMPHONIES 

slender figure, so stralgiit and yet so lissor*, th: mti: p:d 
forehead, the open look, the face. >o ciifrLike sh:; 
though now, as it were, orershafe^voi oy a .cJie- 
gravity. He was bare-headed, and ids fair hair, which was 
rather long at that time, curltd a little at the temoles and 
ha,lf Md Ms ears. 

®'There is another thiiig I want to ask you,” I went cn 
rising from the bench where we had been sitting. ‘’Yora 
had intended, yon said, to go away the dav after to¬ 
morrow; I beg you not to put off your journey, You 
w^erc to remain zwm a whole month at least; I beg von 
not to shorten your absence by a single dav. Is that 
agreed?^" 

‘‘Very weE, Father, I will obey,"'’ 

I thought he turned extremely pale-—so pale that the 
colour left even Ms lips, B^ut I persuaded myself that such 
prompt submission argued no very great iove, and I felt 
inexpressibly relieved. I 'was touched besides bj/ fis 
obedience. 

“ThatY the child I iove,^^ I said gently. And drawing 
Mm to me, I put my lips to Ms forehead. There was a 
sHght recoil on his part, but I refused to feel hurt by it. 

Mari:h lotL 

Our house is so small that we are oMged to Hve more 
or less on top of one another, wMch is sometimes very 
inconvenient for my work, although I keep a little room 
for myself upstairs where I can receive my visitors in 
private—and especially inconvenieat when I want to 
speak to one of the family in private, vdthout such an air 
of solemnity as would be the case if the interview took 
place in tMs little parlour of mine, wMch the cMdien call 
my “sanctum” and into wMch they are forbidden to 
enter. On that particular morning, however, Jacques had 
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gone to NeucKatel to buy a pair of boots for his moun¬ 
taineering, and as it was very fine, the children had gone 
out after lunch with Gertrude, whom they tal-p charge of, 
while she at tiie same time takes charge of them. (It is a 
pleasure for me :o note that Charlotte is particularly 
attentive to her.) At tea then, a meai we always take in the 
common sitting-room, I was quite naturally left alone 
with Ameiie. This was just what I wanted, for I was 
longing to speak to her. It happens to me so rarely to 
have a tite-a-ite. with her, that I felt almost shy, and" the 
importance of what I had to say zgizrccd me as much as if 
it had been a question not of Jacques’s afiairs but of my 
own. I felt too before I began to speak how two people 
who love one another and live practically the same life 
can yet remain (or become) as much of an enigma to each 
other as if they lived behind stone walls. Words in this 
case—those spoken or those heard—^have the pathetic 
sound of vain knocking against the resistance of that 
dividing barrier, which, unless watch be kept, will grow 
more and more impenetrable. ... ^ 

“Jacques was speaking to me last night and again this 
morning,” I began, as she poured out the tea; and my 
voice was as faltering as Jacques’s had been steady the'' 
day before. “He told me he loved Gertrude.” 

“It w’as quite right of Mm to teli you,” said she, 
without looking at me and continuing her housewifely 
task, as if I had said the most natural thing in the world— 
or rather as if I had said nothing she did not already 
know. 

“He toid me he wanted to marry her; he is resolved to 

. »> ■ 

was only to be expected,”' she mutmufed, with a 
slight shmg of her shoulders,, 

".“■Then, you suspected it?” I asked in some vexation. 
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there. For there’s no denying that I have very serious 
obligations to her. I have just been to sound onr friend 
and she is quite ready to ob.!ige us. In this way you will be 
rid of a presence that is painful to you. Louise de k M ... 
will look after Gertrude; she seemed delighted with the 
arrangement; she is looking forward already to giving 
her harmony lessons.” 

Amalie seemed detemiined to remain silent, so that I 
went on: 

"As we shall not want Jacques to see Gertrude there, 
I think it w'ould be a good thing to warn Mile de k M... 
of the state of affairs, don’t you?” 

I hoped by putting this question to get something out 
of her; but she kept her lips tightly shut, as if she had 
sworn not to speak. And I went on—^not that I had 
anything more to add, but because I could not endure her 
silence: 

"For that matter, perhaps Jacques wdii have got over 
Ms love by the time he gets back. At Ms age one hardly 
knows what one wants.” 

"And even kter one doesn’t always know,” said she at 
kst, rather oddly. 

Her enigmatical and sightly oracular way of speaking 
irritated me, for I am too frank by nature to put up easily 
with mystery-making. Turning towards her, I begged her 
to explain what she meant to imply by that. 

"Nothing, my .dear,” she answered sadly. "I was only 
thin k ing that a moment ago you were wishing to be 
warned of the things you didnT notice yourself,” 

"Wei?” 

^^el, I was thinking that it’s not always easy to warn 
people*” 

I have said that I hate mysteries and I. object on 
principle to hints and double meanings. 
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you want me to understand you, perhaos ••ou 
^il explain yourself more clearly,” I repded. "'rather 
brutally, perhaps, and I was sorry as soon as"l had said it; 
for I saw her lips tremble a moment. She turned her itead 
aside,^ then got up and took a few hesitathn;?, almos't 
tottering steps about the room. 

“But, Amelie,” I cried, “why do you go on being 
unhappy now that everything is ali right again?” 

I i.elt that my eyes embarrassed her, and it was with 
my back turned and my elbows on the table, restine mt- 
head in m? hands, that I went on to say: 

“I spoke to you unkindly just now. Forgive me.” 

At that I heard her come up behind me; then I felt her 
ky her fcgers gently on my head, as she said tenderly and 
in a voice trembiing with tears: 

“My poor dear!” 

Then she left the room quickly* 

Amelie’s words^ which I then thought so mystcrionSj 
became clear to me soon after this; I have witten them 
down as they struck me at the moment; and that day I 
only understood that it was tune Gertoide shoulcl leave* 


Mar^i iitk 


rsation with Am6lie, I had some free time, and as 
sather-was inviting, I took Gertrude with me 
;h the forest to tiat fold in the Jura where in the 
7 ’eather one can see, through a curtain of branches 
ross an immense stretch of land at one^s feet, the 
r of the snowy Alps emerging from a thin vdl of 
lie sun was already dec l ining on the left when we 
1 our oistomarv seat, A meadow of thick, closelv 



ploughs/^ 

remember you have often told me that what this 
world most needs is confidence and love. Don't you 
think that with a little more confidence men would see 
them again? When I listen to His word, I assure you I 
see them. I will describe them to you, shall I? They are 
like bells of flame—-great bells of azure, filled with the. 
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peifiime of lo¥e and swinging in the evening breeze. TCnv 
do yon say there are none there before nsr'"l feel them, I 
see the meadow filled with them.” 

^‘^They are not more beantifiii timo yon see them,, my 
Gertmde.” 

"'"Say they are not less beautiM.” 

‘‘^They are as to.iitifni as yon see them.” 

“And yet I say unto yon that even Solomon in all Hs 
glory was not arrayed like one of these/’ said she, 
quoting Qaiist's words; and when I heard her tneiodioiis 
voice, I felt I was listening to them for the first time. “In 
all Ms glory,” she repeated thonghtMly, md was silent 
for a time. I went on: 

“I have told yon, Gertnide, that it is those who have 
eyes who cannot see.” And a prayer rose from, the botto,m 
of my heart: “I thank.Thee, O L/),rd, that Thon revcalest 
to the humble what Thou Hdest from the wise.” 

“If you knew,” she exclaimed in a rapture of delight, 
“if you knew how easily I imagine it all! Would you Eke 
me to describe the landscape to you? . , . BcMnd us, 
above us, and around us are the great fir trees, with their 
scent of resin and ruddy trunks, stretcMng out their long 
dark horizontal branches and groaning as the wind tries 
to bend them. At our feet, Ike an open book on the 
sloping desk of the mountain, lies the broad green 
meadow, shot with shifting colours—^blue in the shade, 
golden in the sun, and speaking in clear words of lowers 
—gentians, pulsatilks, ranunculus and Solomon^s beau¬ 
tiful lilies; the cows come and spel them out with their 
bells; and the angels come and read them^—^for you say 
that the eyes of men are dosed. Below the book I sec a 
great smoky, misty river of milk, Hding abysses of 
mystery—^an immense river, whose only shore is the 
beautiful, dazzling Alps far, far away in the distance. 
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. . . That’s where Jacques is going. Tell me, is he really 
starting to-morrow?” 

“He is to start to-morrow. Did he tell you so?” 

“He didn’t tell me so, but I guessed it. Will he be long 
away?” 

“A month_Gertrude, I want to ask you something. 

Why didn’t you teU me that he used to meet you in the 
church?” 

“He rame. twice. Oh, I don’t want to hide anything 
from you; but I was afiaid of making you unhappy.” 

“It would make me unhappy if you didn’t tell me.” 

Her hand sought mine. 

“He was sad at leaving.” 

“Teli me, Gertrude .. . did he say he loved you?” 

“He didn’t say so, but I can feel it without being told. 
He doesn’t love me as much as you do.” 

“And you, Gertrude, does it make you unhappy that 
he should go away?” 

“I think it is better he should go. I couldn’t respond.” 

“But tell me, does it make you unhappy that he should 
go?” 

“You know, pastor, that it’s you I love. . . . Oh, why- 
do you take your hand away? I shouldn’t speak so, if 
you weren’t married. But no one marries a blind girl. 
Then why shouldn’t we love one another? Tell me, 
pastor, do you think there’s anything wrong in it?” 

“It’s never in love that the wrong lies.” 

“I feel there is nothing but good in my heart. I don’t 
want to make Jacques suffer. I don’t want to make any¬ 
one suffer ... I only want to give happiness.” 

“Jacques was thinking of asking you to marry him.” 

“W’iU you let me speak to him before he goes? I 
should like to make him understand that he must give up 
loving me. Pastor, you imderstand, don’t you, that I 
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can’t marry anyone? You'E let me sneak to 
yon?” 

“TMs evening.” 

‘‘No, to-morrow. Jus: beeore he leaves. . . 

The sun was sewing in ma;est!C splendour, 
air was warm. We bad risen and, talking as 
turned back aiong the sombre homeward pa 




SECOND NOTE-BOOK 


April z jtk 

I n AYE been obliged to put this book aside for 
some time* The snow melted at last and as soon as the 
roads were passable, there were a great many things to 
be done which I had been obliged to put off ail the long 
while our Tillage was isolated from the outer world. It 
was only yesterday I was able for the first time to find a 
few moments' leisure again. 

Last night I read over everything I have written..,. 
Now that I dare cal by its name the feeling that so 
long lay unacknowledged in my heart, it seems almost 
incomprehensible that I should have mistaken it until 
this very day—^incomprehensible that those words of 
Amelie's that I recorded here should have appeared 
mysterious —thzt even after Gertrude's naive declarations 
I should stil have doubted that I loved her. The fact is 
that I would not then alow that any love outside marriage 
could be permissible, nor at the same time would I alow 
that there could be anything whatever forbidden in the 
feeling that drew me so passionately to Gertrude. 

The innocence of her avowals, their very frankness 
reassured me. I told myself she was only a cMld. Real 
love would not go without confusion and Mushes. As 
far as I was concerned, I persuaded myself I loved her as 
one loves an afflcted chid. I tended her as one tends a 
sick person—^and so I made a moral oblgation, a, duty 
of what was realy a passionate inclination. Yes truly, on 
the very evening she spoke to me in the way I have 
described, so happy was I, so Ight of heart that I mis- 
iinderstood my real feelings and even as I teanscribed our 
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talk, I misunderstood them still For I should haTC con¬ 
sidered loTC reprehensible, and mv conrictioi: was that 
everytMng reprehensible must lie heavtr loa the sc-uh 
therefore, as I felt no weight on me soul, I had no 
of iove. 

These coGTersations w-ere set down not only iust as 
they occurred, but were also written w'hile I was in the 
same frame of .mind as when they took p,kce; to tel the 
truth, it w^as only w-hen I re-read them last night that I 
understood* * * * 

As soo,ii as Jacques had gone (1 had allowed Gertrude 
to speak to Mm before he left, and when he returned for 
the last few days of the holidays, he affected cither to 
avoid her altogether or to speak, to her only in mj 
presence) our life slipped back .into its usual peaceful 
course. Gertrude, as had been arranged, went to stay at 
Mile Louise's, where I visited her every day. But, again 
in my fear of love, I made a point of not talking to her ot 
anytiimg likely to agitate us. I spoke to her only as a 
pastor and for the most part in Louise's presence, 
occupying myself cHefly with her reli,gious instruction 
and preparing her for Holy Communion, w'Mch she has 
just partaken of tMs Easter. 

I too communicated on Easter Day. 

TMs was' a fortnight ago. To my surprise Jacques, 
who was spending a week's holiday with us, did not 
accomp.any us to the Lord's Table. And I greatly regret 
having to say that Amffie also abstained—-for the first 
time since our marriage. It seemed as though the two of 
them had. come to an understanding and resolved by 
their abstention .from tMs solemn celebration to throw a 
shadow over my joy. Here again I congratulated myself 
that Gertrude could not see and that I was left to bear the 
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by Ms heart; he is becoming traditionalist and dogmatic. 
He reproaches me with choosing out of the Christian 
doctrine ^^whRt pleases me/’ But I do not pick and choose 
among Christ’s words. I simply, between Christ and St. 
Paul, choose Christ. He, on the contrary, for fear of 
finding them in opposition, refuses to dissociate them, 
refuses to feel any difference of inspiration between them, 
and makes objections when I say that in one case it is a 
man I hear, while in the other it is God. The more he 


argues, the more persuaded I am he does not feel that 
Christ’s slightest word has a di¥ine accent that is unique. 
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I search the Gospels, I search Lo or’o " c corrrr.:.^ I 
threats, proMbitions. , . * All of these cooic fro:-c 5:, 
Pan! And it is preciseh.' because they are net to be f ivo**' .1 
in the words of Christ that Jacques is G’st:arhed» Souls l.kt 
Ms tMnk themselves lost as soon as thep are den rive i sf 
their props, their hand-rails, their fences. And hes^hjs, 
they cannot endure others to enxy a hbertr tfep bar: 
•resigned, and want to obtain by compAslon wLit wcili 
readily be granted by love* 

Father,” he said, too desire the soihh happi¬ 
ness.” 

“No, my friend, you desire its sub,mission.” 

I leave him the last word because I dislike arguing; 
but I know that happiness is endangered when one seeks 
to obtain it by what should on the contrary be the effect 
of happiness—and if it is tme that the loving soul rejoices 
in a willing submission, nothing is further from happiness 
than submission without love. 

For the rest Jacques reasons well, and if I were not 
distressed at seeing so much doctrinal harshness in so 
young a mind, I should no doubt admire the quality of 
Ms arguments and Ms unbending logic. It often seems to 
me that I am younger than he is—^younger to-day than I 
was yesterday—^and I repeat to myself the words: 

“Except ye become as Ittle cMdren, ye shall not eater 
into the kingdom of Heaven.” 

Do I betray Christ, do I slight, do I profane the 
Gospels when I see in them above ail a method for aitasMing 
the li fe of blessedness}' The state of j oy, which doubt and the 
hardness of our hearts alone prevent, is an obligation kid 
upon every Christian. Every living creature is more or 
less capable of joy. Every living creature ought to tend to 
joy. Gertrude's smile alone teaches me more in this 
respect than ail my lessons teach her. 
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And these words of Christ’s stood out before my eyes 
in letters of light: “If ye were blind ye should have no 
sin.” Sin is that which darkens the soul—^which prevents 
its joy. Gertrude’s perfect happiness, which shines forth 
from her whole being, comes from the fact that she does 
not know sin. There is nothing m her but light and love. 

I have put into her vigilant hands the four Gospels, 
the Psalms, the Apocalypse, and the three Epistles of 
St. John, so that she may read, “God is light, and in 
Him is no darkness at all,” as in the Gospel she has 
already heard the Saviour say, “I am the light of the 
world.” I will not give her the Epistles of St. Paul, for if, 
being blind she knows not sin, what is the use of troubling 
her by letting her read, “sin by the commandment might 
become exceeding sinful” (Romans vii. 13) and the whole 
of the dialectic that follows, admirable as it may be. 

May ith. 

Dr. Martins came over yesterday from Chaux-de- 
Fonds. He examined Gertrude’s eyes for a long time with 
the ophthalmoscope. He told me he had spoken to Dr. 
Roux, the Lausanne specialist, about her and is to report 
his observations to him. They both have an idea that 
Gertrude might be operated on with success. But we 
have agreed to say nothing about it to her as long as 
things are not more certain. Martins is to come and let 
me know what they think after they have consulted. 
What would be the good of raising Gertrude’s hopes if 
there is any risk of their being immediately extinguished? 
And besides, is she not happy as she is? .. , 


A^aJ lotb. 

At Easter Jacques and Gertrude saw each other again 
in my presence—at least, Jacques had a visit from 
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Gertrude and spoke to iier, ooiv about triSes, however 
He seemed less agitated tkan I feared; and I 
myself afresh that if Ms love had reai-i." r been very ardent 
he would not have got over it so easily, even thong; 
Gertrude had told Mm last year before he went away tha 
it was hopeless. 

I notice that he no longer says "‘^thou” to Gertmd; 
but caHs her *^yoii,” wMch is certaMy prefeTable; how 
ever, I had not asked Mm to do so and I am glad it was M 

- ic iinfitniiilitprllir crrMt rlir - * . “ 


1 suspect, However, cnac ims sii.Dmissioii o 
was not arrived at without a struggle. The i 
thing is that the coastraiiit he has been 
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to Gertmde—a suspicion wMch must not so mucii as 
cross imaginatioa for a second, ETidently it is here a 
question of food; but in tow many passages of the 
Scriptures are we not called on to give the words a double 
and^triple meaning? thine eye” _ * the multiplication 
of the loaves; the miracie of Cana, etc, . , ,) TMs is not a 
matter of iogic-diopping; the meaning of this text is 
wide and deep: the restriction must not be ciictated by the 
la’w but by love^ and St* Paul exekims immediately 
afte,rwards: ‘^But if thy brother be grieved wdth thy meat, 
now wal-kest thou not charitably.” It is where love fails 
that the cMnk in our armour Mes. That is where the Evil 
One attacks us. Lord, remove from my heart all that does 
not belong to love. . . . For I was wrong to provoke 
Jacques: the next mornkig I found on my table the same 
note on wHcii had I written out the text; Jacques had 
simply written on the back of it another text from the 
same chapter: ‘"^Destroy not Mm with thy meat, for 
whom Christ died” (Romans xiv. 15). 

I have re-read the whole chapter. It is the starting- 
point for endless discussion. And is Gertrude to be 
tormented with these perplexities? Is the brightness of 
her sky to be darkened with these clouds? Am I not 
nearer Christ, do I not keep her nearer to Him, when I 
teach her, when I let her beEeve that the only sin is that 
wMch hurts the happiness of others or endangers our 
own? 

Aks! there arc some souls to whom happiness is un- 
coiige.nial; they cannot, they do not know how to avail 
themselves of it. . , , I am thinking of my poor Amelie. 

I never cease imploring her, urging her—^I wish I could 
force her to be happy. Yes, I wish I could lift everyone 
among us up to -God. But she will none of it; she curls 
up like certain flowers wMch never open to the sun. 
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need not to be disturbed iti Auid yet it seems to 
ought to tmderstaad that this aiimsion to Gertrude's 
infirmity is particukriy painfu] to me. She makes me feel 
indeed, that what I admire abot'e ail :n Gertrude is her 
infinite imidness; I have netrer heard her express the 
slightest resentment against anyone, It is true*! dc not 
allow her to hear anything that might hurt her. 

And as the soul that is happy dirruses hapoiness 
around it by the radiation of love, so everytiing in 
Amdiiek neighbourhood becomes gloomy and morose. 
Amiel would say that her soul gives out bkck rays. Y\”Tiea, 
after a harassing day of toil—visits to the sick/the poor, 
the afflicted—I come in at nightfall, tired out and with a 
heart longing fox rest, affection, wamth, it is to find, 
more often than not, worries, recriminations and cjuarrels, 
which I dread a thousand times more than the cold, the 
wind and the rain out of doors* I know wdl enough that 
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twice to his heart’s content when I am not there. But I 
know that is the very time they spoil him most. 

Saran is like her mother, and for that reason I should 
have wished to send her to school. She is not, alas, what 
her mother was at her age when we were first engaged, 
but what the material cares of life have madp her—I was 
going to say the cultivation of the cares of life, for Amdlie 
certainly does cultivate them. I find it indeed very difficult 
to recognize in her to-day the angel of those early times, 
wffio smiled encouragement on every high-minded 
impulse of my heart, who I dreamt would be the sharer of 
my every hope and fear, and whom I looked on as my 
gmde and leader along the path to Heaven—or did love 
blind me in those days? ... I cannot see that Sarah has 
any interests that are not vulgar; like her mother, she 
allows herself to be entirely taken up with paltry house¬ 
hold matters; the very features of her face, unilluminated 
as they are by any inward flame, look dull and almost 
hard. She has no taste for poetry or for reading in general; 
I never overhear any conversation between her and her 
mother in which I have any inclination to takp part, and I 
feel my isolation even more painfully when I am with 
them than when I retire to my study, as it is becoming my 
custom to do more and more often. 

And I have also fallen into the habit this autumn— 
encouraged by the shortness of the days—of taking tea at 
Mile de la M .. .’s whenever my rounds permit it, tKat is 
whenever I can get back early enough. I have not yet 
mentioned that since last November Mile de la M... has 
extended her hospitaUty to three Httle bHnd girls, en¬ 
trusted to her care by Martins. Gertrude is teaching them 
to read and to work at sundry little tasks over which 
they have already begun to be quite clever. 

How restful, how comforting I find its warm friendly 
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atmosphere every time I re-enter the Grange, and hovr 
much I miss it if I am obliged to let ttvo or three da vs oass 
without going there. Jvffle de la it is Mr 

necessary to say, has sufficient means to take in and 
provide for Gertrude and the three little boarders without 
putting nerself out in any way; three maid-servants helo 
her with the ^eatest devotion and save her ail fatigue. 
Can one imagine fortune and leisure better bestowed? 
Louise de la M . . . has always interested herself in the 
poor; she is a profoundly religious woman and seems 
hardly to belong to this earth or to live for anything but 
love; though her hair is already silvery under its lace cap, 
nothing can be more childlike than her laugh, nothing 
more harmonious than her movements, no thin g more 
musical than her voice. Gertrude has caught her maimers, 
her way of speaking, almost the intonation, not only of 
her voice, but of her mind, of her whole being—a 
upon which I tease them both, but which neither of them 
will admit. How sweet it is, when I can fin d the time, to 
linger in their company, to see them sitting beside par-h 
other, Gertrude either leaning her head on her friend’s 
shoulder, or clasping one of her hands in hers, while I 
read them some lines out of Lamartine or Hugo; how 
sweet to behold the beauties of such ooetrv reflected in 
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vements, Gertnide takes part in their dances with the 
St char,iiimg grace and sweetness, and moreover seems 
:ake the keenest pleasure in them. Or sometimes it is 
lise de la M... who directs the little giris^ movements, 
i then Gertrude seats herself at the oiano. Her orop-ress 



then I .twined them into her hair so as to keep them in 
place. 

We had scarcely spoken to each other as yet in .the 
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astonishment of feding ourselves alone together, whe 
Gertrude turned net sigatiess face towards me and att-f 

abruptly: 

Do you tMjib Jacc^ucs still iovcs 

He has ,made up Ms mind to give you up/* I re^‘bed 

at once. 

^^But do you tMnJr lie knows you love me?^’ sbe went on. 
Since the conversation wMcli I have related above 
more than sk months had gone by without rstracge to 
say) the slightest word of love having passed between us 
We were never alone, as I have said, ‘and it was better so’ 
. . . Gertrude’s question made my heart bear so fast that 
I was obliged to slacken our pace a little. 

^'''My dear Gertrude, everyone knows I love you,” I 
cried. But she was not to be put o£ 

^^No, no; you have not answered my questioii.” 

And after a moment’s silence, she went on with 
lowered head: 

Aunt Amelie knows it; and I know it makes her 

sad.” 

^'She vrouid be sad anyway/’ I protested with m 
unsteady voice; ‘It is her nature to be sad.” 

^^^Oh, you always try to reassure me/’ she aasvrercd 
with some impatieiice. “But I don’t want to be re¬ 
assured. There are a great m,any things, I feel sure, you 
don t tell me about for fear of troubling or grieving me; 
a great many things I don’t know, so that sometimes 

Her voice dropped lower and lo'wer; she stopped as if 
for want of breath. And when, taking up her last words* 
I asked: 

“So that sometimes? . . 

“So that sometimes/’ she continued sadly, “I tMnk ail 
the happiness I owe you is founded upon ignorance.” 
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Gertrude . . 

let me say this—don't want a happiness of that 
kind. You must understand that I don't ... I don't care 
about being happy. I would rather know. There are a 
gr^at many things—sad things assuredly—that I can't 
see, but you have no right to keep them from me. I have 
reflected a great deal during these kst winter months; I 
am afraid, you know, that the whole world is not as 
beautiful as you have made out, pastor-—and in fact, that 
It is very far from it.” 

"It is true that man has often defaced it,” I argued 
timidly, for the rush of her thoughts frightened me and I 
tried to turn it aside, though without daring to hope I 
should succeed. She seemed to be waiting for these 
words, for she seized on them at once as though they 
were the missing link in the chain: 

"Exactly!” she cried; "I want to be sure of not adding 
to the evil.” 

For a long time we walked on very quickly and in 
silence. Everything I might have said was checked 
beforehand by what I felt she was thinking; I dreaded to 
provoke some sentence which might set both our fates 
trembling in the balance. And as I thought of what 
Martins had said as to the possibility of her regaining her 
.sight, a dreadful anxiety gripped me. 

"I wanted to ^k you,” she went on at last "—^but I 
don’t know how to say it... 

Certainly she needed all her courage to speak, just as 
I needed all mine to hsten. But how could I have foreseen 
the question that was tormenting her? 

"Are the children of a blind woman always bom 
blind?” 

"No, Gertrude,” I said, "except in very special cases. 
.There is, in fact, no reason why they should be.” 
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She seemed extremely reassured. I saoujd have liked 
in my turn to ask her why she wanted to Laow this; I 
had not the courage and went on clumsilv: 

“But, Gertrude, to have children one must be married.” 

“Don’t tell me that, pastor, I know it’s not true.” 

“I have told you what it was proper for me to tell 
you,” I protested. “Bur it is true, the laws of nature do 
aUow what is forbidden by the laws of man and God.” 

“You have often told me the laws of Gcd were the 
laws of love.” 

“But such love as that is not the same that also goes by 
the name of Charity’” 

“Is it out of Charity you love me?” 

“No, my Gertrude, you know it is not.” 

“Then you admit our love is outside the laws of God?” 

“What do you mean?” 

Oh, you ^ow well enough, and I ought not to be the 
one to say so.” 

I sought in vain for some way of evasion; the beating 
of my heart set all my arguments flying in confusion. 

“Gertrude,” I exclaimed wildly, “. ... you tHink your 
love wrong?” 

She corrected me: 

“Our love ... I say to myself I ought to think so.” 

“And then? ...” 
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Maj 19/^, 

^fartms came back this morniiig. Gertrude's is a case 

for operation. Roux is certain of it and wishes to have 
her under his care for a time. I cannot refuse and yet, 
such is my cowardice that I asked to be allowed to 
reflect. I asked to have time to prepare her gently. 

My heart snould leap for joy, but it feels inexpressibly 
heavy, weighed down by a sick misgiving. At the 
thought of having to tell Gertrude her sight may be 
restored to her, my heart fails me altogether. 

19/A Nigfy. 

I have seen Gertrude and I have not told her. At the 
Grange this evening there was no one in the drawing¬ 
room; I went upstairs to her room. W^e were alone. 

I held her long in my arms pressed to my heart. She 
made no attempt to resist, and as she raised her face to 
mine our Bps met.. *. 


Maj zist 

O Lord, is it for us Thou hast clothed the night 
with such depth and beauty? Is it for me? The air is warm 
ffld the moon shines in at my open window as I sit listen¬ 
ing to the vast silence of the skies. Oh, from all creation 
rises a blended adoration which bears my heart along, 

lost in an ecstasy that knows no words. I cannot_I 

^ot pray with calm. If there is any limitation to love, 
it is set by man and not by Thee, my God. However 
gplity rny love may appear in the eyes of men, oh, tell 
me tlmt in Thine, it is sacred. 

I try to rise above the idea of sin; but sin seems to me 
intokrabk, and I wiU not give up Christ. No, I wiH not 
admit that I sin in loving Gertrude. I could oaaly succeed 
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in tearing this iove from my heart if I tore my heart out 
with it, and for what? If I did not already love her, it 
would be my duty to love her for pity^s sake; to cease to 
love her would be to betray her; she needs my love.. *. 

Lord, I knovT not , . . I know notMiig now but "Oiee* 
Be Thou my guide. Sometimes I feel that darkness is 
dosing round me and that it is I who have been deprived 
of the sight that is to be restored to her. 

Gertrude went into the Lausanne nursing-home yester¬ 
day and is not to come out for three weeks. I am expecting 
her return with extreme apprehension. Irfartins is to 
bring her back. She has made me promise not to try to 
see her before then. 

Maj izffd. 

A letter from Martins: the operation has beeen 
successful. God be thanked! 

May Z 4 ik 

The idea that she who loved me without seeing me 
must now see me causes me intolerable discomfort.. WMl 
she know me? For the first time in my .life I consult the 
mirror. If I feel her eyes are less indulgent than her heart 
and less loving, what will become of me? O Lord^ I 
sometimes think I have need of her love in order to- love 
Thee! 

Jme $tk 

An unusual amount of work has enabled me to get 
through these last days with tolerable patience. Every 
occupation that takes me out of myself, is a mcrciM one; 
but ^ day long and through all that happens her image is 
with me. 
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She is coming back to-morrow* Amelie, who during 
these last weeks has shown only the best side of herself 
and seems endeavouring to distract my thoughts^ is 
preparing a little festivity with the cMidren to welcome 
her retain. 


June 9 /^. 

Gaspaxd and Charlotte have picked what flowers 
they could find in the woods and fields. Old Rosalie has 
.imiiiifactiired a monumental cake which Sarah is decorat¬ 
ing with gold paper ornaments. We are expecting her this 
momkig for lunch. I am writing to fill in the time of 
iratkig. It is eleven o^ciock. Every moment I raise my 
head and look out at the road along which Martins’s 
carriage wil come. I resist the temptation to go and meet 
them; it is better—especiaUy for Amalie’s sake—^that 
I should not welcome her apart from the others. My 
heart leaps. . . . Ah! Here they are! 


June 9 /^. Evening, 

Oh^ in what abominable darkness I am plunged. 

Pity, Lord, pityl I renounce loving her, but do Thou 
not let her die. 

^ How right my fears were! What has she done? What 
did she want to do? Amelie and Sarah tell me they went 
with her as far as the door of the Grange, where Mile de 
la M . . . was expecting her. So she must have gone out 
again.... What happened? 

I try to put my thoughts into some sort of order. The 
accounts they give are incomprehensible or contra¬ 
dictory. My mind is utterly confused, . . . Mile de la 
M.. .’s gardener has just brought her back to the Grange 
unconscious; he says he saw her walking by the river, 
then she crossed the garden bridge, then stooped and 
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have confided to me .if we had been alone. She hardly 
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Spoke; but no one was surprised at tbat.^ because she is 
often silent when she is with others and all the more 
so when their merriment grows noisy. 

Lord, I beseech Thee, let me speak to her. I must know^ 
or how can I continue to live? . , « And yet if she really 
wished to end her life, is it just because she h^em? Knew 
what? Dear, what horrible thing can you have learnt? 

did I hide from you that was so deadly? What can 
you so suddenly have seen? 

I hzwe been spending two hours at her bedside, my 
eyes never leaving her forehad, her pale cheeks, her 
delicate eyelids, shut down over some unspeakable 
sorro-w, her hair still wet and like seaweed as it lies spread 
round about her on the piHow—^listening to her difficult, 
irregular breathing. 

Jme lo/A 

Mile Louise sent for me this morning just as I was 
starting to go to the Grange. After a fairly quiet night,. 
Gertrude has at kst emerged from her torpor. She smiled 
when I went into the room and signed to me to come and 
sit by her bedside. I did not dare question her, and no 
doubt she was dreading my questions, for she said 
immediately, as though to forestall anything emotional: 

**What do you caU those little blue flowers that I 
wanted to pick by the river? Flowers the colour of the 
sky? Wil you be cleverer than I and pick me a bunch of 
them? I should like to have them here beside my bed... 

The false cheerfulness of her voice was dreadful to me; 
and no doubt she was aware of it, for she added more 
gravely: 

can^t speak to^ you this morning; I am t<x> tired. Go 
and pick those flowers Tor me, will you? You can come 
back again kter.^"" 
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And wlien^ an hour kter^ 1 brought her tht bEoch t'f 
forget-me-nots, Mile Loidse toid me that Gertruae wai 
resting and could not see me before evening. 

I saw her again tMs evening* She was Ivir.e—almc'5: 
sitting up in bed-—propped against a pile of pilfews* Her 
hair ivas now fastened up, with the forget-me-nots I had 
brought her twdsted into the plaits above her forehead. 

She was obviously very feverish and drew her breath 
with great difficulty. She kept the hand I pur out to her 
in her burning hand; I remained standing beside her: 

“I must confess something to you, pastor; because 
this evening I am afraid of dying,” she said. "^"What I told 
you this morning was a Me. It was not to pick flowers.... 
Will you forgive me if I say I wanted to Mil myself?” 

I fell on my knees beside the bed, still keeping her frail 
hand in mine; but she disengaged it and began tc stroke 
my head, while I buried my face .in the sheets so as tc hide 
my tears and stifle my sobs, 

*^‘00 you think it was very wrong?” she went on 
tenderly; then, as I answe.red nothing: 

""'My fiaend, my friend,” she sai,d, "*you must see that 
I take up too much room in your heart and in your life. 
When I came back to you, diat was what struck me at 
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iiTipatMntjT and bega,ti to toss in tlie throes of some 
ffesh emoticn. 

^®Tiiat is not what I wanted to saj to yoo; no,, it’s 
not that I wanted to she kept repeating, and I saw 
the sweat on her damp forehead. Then she dosed her 
eyes and kept them shut ior a time, as Aongh to concen¬ 
trate her thoughts or to recover her former state of blind¬ 
ness; and in a voice which at first was trailing and mourn- 
fbl, but which soon, as she reopened hef eyes, grew 
louder, grew at last animated even to vehemence: 

you gave me back my sight,” she began, 
“my eyes opened on a world more beautiful than I had 
ever dreamt it could be; yes truly, I had never imagined 
the daylight so bright, the air so brilliant, the sky so\ast. 
But I had never imagined men’s faces so full of care either: 
and when I ivent Into your house, do you know what it 
was that struck me first? ... Oh, it can’t be helped, I must 
tell you: what I saw first of all was our fault, our sin. No, 
don t protest. You remember Christ’s words. If ye were 
blind ye should have no sinf But now I see . , , Get up, 
pastor. Sit there, beside me. Listen to me without in¬ 
terrupting. During the time I spent in the nurs.ing-home, 

I read—or rather I had read to me some verses of the 
Bible I did not know—some you had never read me. I 
remember a text of St. Paul’s which I repeated to myself 
all one day. 'For I was alive without the law once; but 
when the commandment came, sin revived and I 
died’ ” 

She spoke ^ in a state of extreme excitement and in a 
very loud voice, almost shouting the last words, so that 
I was made imcomfortable by the idea that they, might be 
heard outside the room; then she shut her eyes and re¬ 
peated in a whisper as though for herself alone: 

“Sin revived—and I died.” 
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I skivered and rry heirt fru7e :n a ii:ni I 

tried to turn aside her :r ^nrhts: 

read you those texrs?’" I asked. 

""Jacques,” she said, opening her eres and Ir/ok.-g at 
me .lisiedly, "’Did you knerv he voas ocrrrertedr” 

It was more than I coui-d bear; I was going to irzzlott 
her to stop, but she had alread}' oo^ne on: 

""My friend, I am going to grieve you verv much; hut 
there must be no feisehood htvvean us now. "vhtn I 
saw Jacques, I suddenly realized it was nc-t you I h^ved 
—but Mm. He had your face—I mean the face I imagined 
you had. , . . Ah! why did you make me refuse Mm? I 
might have married Mm. ...” 

""But, Gert.mde, you still can,” I cried with despair 
in my heart. 

""He is entering the priesthood,” she said impetuocsiy. 
Then, shaken by sobs, ""Oh, I want to confess to him” 
she moaned in a Mud of ecstasy.,.. ""You see for yourself, 
there's nothmg left me but to die. I am thirsty* Please 
call someone. I can^t breathe. Leave me. I want to be 
alone. Ah! I had hoped that speaMng to you would have 
brought me more re,iie£ You must say good-bye. Wc 
must say good-bye. I cannot bear to be with you any 
more,” 

I left her. I called hflie de k M . . . to take my pkee 
beside her; her extreme agitation made me fear the worst, 
but I could not help seeing that my presence did her harm. 
I begged that I might be sent for if there was a change for 

the worse. 

jMm iitk 

Aks! I was never to see her again alve. She died tH$ 
morning after a night of deMrium and exhaustioa. 
laraues. who at Gertrude's dvins* recjuest was teieeraDhed 




TWO SYMPHONIES 


for by Mile de la M . . arrived a few hours after the end* 
He reproached me crueily for not having called in a 
priest v/hile there was yet time. But how could I have 
done sOj when I was still unaware that during her stay 
at Lausanne, and evidently urged by Mm, Gertrude had 
abjured the Protestant faith? He told me in the same 
breath of his own conversion and Gertrude^s. And so 
they both left me at the same time; it seemed as 
separated by me during their lifetime they had planned 
to escape me here and be united to each other in God. 
But I teii m,yseif that Jacques's conversion is more a 
matter of the head than the heart. 

'Tather/' lie said, '^"it is not fitting for me to make 
accusations against you; but it was the example of your 
error that guided meA 

After Jacques had left again, I knelt down beside 
^ 4 m 6 lie and asked her to pray for me, as I was in need of 
help. She simply repeated ^"Our Father . . A but between 
each sentence she left long pauses which we filled with 
our suppMcation. 

I tvouid have wept, but I felt my heart more arid than 
the desert. 
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